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Wit  without  Mony, 


COMEDY, 

(With  Alterations  and  Amendments,  by 
fome  Persons  of  Quality.) 

As  it  is  now  A£ted  at  the 

QJJEEN’S  THEATRE 

In  the  HA T-MA RKET, 

By  Her  Majefty’s  Company  of  Comedians. 


LONDON: 

(5u 

Printed  for,  and  are  to  be  Sold  by  John  Mcrphem  near 

Stationer  s-Halu  •-? 


V.  * 


'i  :L 


To  my  very  Good  Friend  Mr.  Thomas 
Newman,  Servant  to  Her  Majefl , one 
of  the  Gentlemen  of  the  Great  Room , and 
Book-Keeper  and  Prompter  to  her  Ma- 
jeftfs  Company  of  Comedians  in  the 
Hay-Market,  &c. 

Hen  I was  refolv’d  to  print  this  Co- 
medy, with  the  Alterations  and  Im- 
provements it  has  had  from  fome  Per- 
fons  of  Honour,  I imagin’d  the  next  thing  I had 
to  do,  was  to  chooie  a proper  Patron  for  it ; and 
after  fome  Gonfideration,  could  not  find  one  that 
it  more  rightfully  belong’d  to  than  your  lelf. 

JVit  without  Money ! The  Title  of  it  feems  to  have 
fuch  a relation  to  your  Affairs  for  fome  time  paft, 
that  nothing  could  have  given  a fairer  occafion  for 
a Dedication.  As  too  often  the  former  is  to  be 
found  without  the  latter,  fo  the  one  muft  make 
out  the  deficiency  of  the  other.  This  is  very  well 
apply’d  to  yon,  who  once  belong’d  to  a Houfe 
where  Viviiur  Ingenio  was  the  Motto,  till  Sound 
got  the  better  of  Senfe,  and  turn’d  it  out  of 
Doors.  Your  Wit  for  a great  while,  at  that  time, 
was  forc’d  to  keep  you,  and  fince  that,  Sudden 
Thought  and  Quick  Turns  have  fecur’d  you  from 
the  numerous  Ambufcadoes  laid  for  you.  And 
when  I reflect  on  the  Dangers  you’ve  gone 
through,  and  the  Haidfhips  you’ve  futifer’d,  to  fe- 

cure 


cure  your  Perfon  from  thofe  Moroding  'Parties  that 
lay  in  wait  for  you,  I think  I cannot  fuffktently 
praife  your  Ingenuity,  that  has  always  been  your 
Safeguard;  nor  be  too  thankful  to  Fortune,  who 
has  given  me  fo  proper  a Patron  for  my  JVit  with- 
out  Mony.  • ! ; ' . 

I cou’d  be  lavifh  in  your  Praife  with  relation  to 
your  Bufinefs  in  the  Play-Houfe,  make  large  En- 
comiums on  the  Vigilance  you  always  fhow  in 
your  Station,  for  keeping  the  Order  and  Decorum 
of  the  Stage ; fet  down  the  Hazards  you  have  joint- 
ly run, with  thofe  who  havebravely  ftood  up  for  the 
Glory  of  Afting ; And,  that  as  you  are  Prompter 
to  the  beft  Company  of  Players,  fo  none  but  your 
felf  is  capable  to  l'erve  fuch  a Company ; but 
I (hall  not  trefpafs  fo  far  on  your  known  Modefty, 
to  fpeak  of  that  which  all  the  World, that  have  the 
good  Fortune  to  know  you,  is  appris’d  of. 

As  a Calm  fucceeds  a Tempeft,  fo  this  Comfort 
you  have  with  you.  That  after  all  the  frightful 
Profpeft  you  have  had  of  Trouble  and  Confine- 
ment, you  are  now  where  Wit  is  encouraged,  and 
the  Player  reaps  the  Fruit  of  his  Labour,  without 
Toiling  for  thofe  who  have  always  been  the  Op- 
preffors  of  the  Stage.  This  may  give  fome  Refpit 
to  you,  that  not  being  fo  frequently  oblig’d  to  ufe 
your  Wit  for  'want  of  Mony , it  may  appear  with 
the  greater  Luftre  when  you  have  occalion  for 
it ; which  is  the  Wi(h  of  S I R, 

Tour  real  Friend,  and  Humble  Servant , 


PROLOGUE. 


BT  various  Ways  we  ftudy  Jlill  to  pleafe, 

With  .Labour  ftrive  what  once  we  did  with  Eafe ; 
And  fince  the  Writers  of  this  Modern  Age, 

No  more  delight,  or  draw  you  to  the  Stage ; 

Old  FletcherV  labour d Scenes  we  now  revive , 

Whofe  Wit  and  Humour  J hall  Immortal  live . 

In  his  juft  Characters  you  ft  ill  may  view , 

How  in  your  f elves  old  Follies  you  renew . 

How  Vice  does  lord  it,  Modeft  Vertue  ftarves,  ' 
Ignorance  rules,  and  patient  Merit  ferves : 

How  Mifs  endeavours  to  undo  her  Cully, 

And  then's  both  ftript  and  ruin'd  by  her  Bully : 

How  tricking  Sharpers  do  the  Town  furround. 

Babies , their  Fathers  id-got  Gold  confound . 

Par/ons  ne'er  Pratfife  what  they  daily  Preach ; 

Not  by  Example,  but  by  Precept  teach  : 

No  Prangs  of  Conference  does  the  Lawyer  dread  > 

But  for  his  Fee  will  for  both  Parties  plead  : 

But  theje  bold  Truths  to  fpeak,  I fhou*d forbear f 
Since  you  your  Vices  will  no  longer  hear ; 

From  Satyr  change  to  a more  humble  Strain , 

Tour  Smiles  to  court,  your  Favours  to  obtain  ; 

Let  your  Encouragement  this  Daybejhown , 

That  with  Succefs  our  Labours  rve  may  crown 
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Perfons  reprefented  in  the  Play. 


V. dentine, 

Francifco, 

Lovegood, 

A Merchant , 

Fountain, 
Bellamor e, 
Hairbrain, 

Lance, 

Short-houfe, 

Roger, 

Ralph, 

Humphry, 


Z A Gentleman  that  won’t  be  per-7  wr  wul, 
s fwaded  tokeephisEftate.  J # 

His  younger  Brother.  Mr.  Mills. 

Their  Uncle.  Mr.  Kjem 

1 Who  has  the  Mortgage  of  VaItn-\ , , 

S tine’s  Eftate.  }Mr.  Mtuns. 

Companions  of  Valentine’s,  andyiAv.  Kjiap. 

Suitors  to  the  Widow  Hart-> Mr.  Fairbank. 
well.  jMr.  Bowman. 

7 An  old  Servant  to  Valentin’s  Fa--»  . , n „ , 

5 then  J Mr.  Bullock- 

? A Clownifh  Servant  of  the  xr,  • 

£ dow’s. 

i OMr.  Crofs. 

.Other  Servantsof the  Widows.  V» Mr.  Kjnt. 

\Mf  .Trout’ 


Three  other  Servants. 
Mulicians. 


* 


WOMEN. 


Lady  Hartwell.  A Rich  Widow. 
lfabella,  Her  Sifter. 

Lucy,  The  Widow’s  Woman. 


Mrs  .Oldfield. 
Mrs.  Porter. 
Mr  Mills. 
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M O N E Y. 


ACT  I.  SCENE  I. 

Enter  Uncle  and  Merchant. 

W 

Mer.'*W  ’W'  T"  HEN  faw  you  Valentine  ? 

% \ j Vncle.  Not  of  late ; He’s  taken  up 
with  thofe  that  Wooe  the  Widow. 

’ * Mer.  How  can  he  live  by  borrowing 
from  fuch  People  ? He  had  a greater  Spirit. 

Vncle.  Alas!  he’s  funk,  his  Eftate’s  gone,  he  Wants, 
and,  which  is  worfe,  takes  a Delight  in  doing  fo. 

Mer.  Why  will  he  not  Marry,  and  that  way  rife  a- 
gain  ? 

Vncle.  It’s  Impoflible. 

Mer.  What’s  the  Reafon? 

B Vncle 
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Vncle.  I know  not  what  it  is,  a foolifh  Glory  he  has 
got,  I know  not  where,  to  balk  thofe  Benefits ; and 
yet  he  will  converfe  with  Women,  flatter  ’em,  make 
’em  Rugged  or  Smooth,  Cruel  or  Soft,  as  his  Imprefli- 
on  ferves The  Lovers,  let  ’em  pals. 

[ Singing  rvithin\ 

Enter  Fountain,  Bellamoure,  Hairbrain. 

Mer.  He  might  be  one,  he  promifes  as  much. 

They  are  wondrous  Merry. 

Vncle.  O!  their  hopes  are  high,  Sir, 

Fount.  Is  Valentine  come  to  Town  ? 

Bella.  Laft  Night,  I heard. 

Fount.  We  want  him  extreamly  to  direct  us  ; 

For  this  Widow  is  as  Stately,  and  as  Crafty. 

And  Hands  I warrant  You 

Hair.  Let  her  ftand  fure,  fhe  falls  before  us  elle. 
Come  let’s  go  look  for  Valentine  ? 

Mer.  This  Widow  is  a fine  Lady. 

Vncle.  A glorious  Woman,  handfome  and  of  a high 
referv’d  Behaviour,  Miftrefs  of  a great  Fortune,  and 
well  fhe  knows  to  ufe  it. 

Mer.  I wifh  Valentine  had  her  ! 

Vncle.  There’s  no  hope  of  that,  Sir. 

Mer.  O’  that  Condition  he  had  his  Mortgage  in  again. 

Vncle.  I wou’d  he  had. 

Mer.  Ufe  you  Endeavours  and  fee  what  I’ll  do,  how- 
ever let  the  Mony  be  paid  in,  I never  fought  a Gen- 
tleman’s undoing.  You  told  me  of  another  Brother. 

Vncle.  Yes,  Sir,  a more  miferable  than  Val.  for  he  has 
Eat  and  Drank  him  up.  A handfome  Gentleman,  and 
a fine  Schollar. 

En- 
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Enter  Lance  and  three  Tenants 

Mer.  What  are  thefe? 

'Uncle.  Some  of  Valentine's  Tenants,  perhaps  the  fight 
of  them  may  move  him. 

Mer.  ’Tis  well  prepar’d ; be  earneft  Friends,  and  loud 
upon  him,  he  is  Deaf  to  his  own  Good. 

Lance.  We  mean  to  tell  him  part  of  our  Mind  and’c 
pleafe  ye. 

Mer.  Do  ; and  do  it  home,  and  in  what  my  Care  may 
help,  or  my  Perfwafions  when  we  meet  next 

Vncle.  Do  but  perfwade  him  fairly  ; and  for  your 
Mony,  mine,  and  thefe  Mens  Thanks  too. 

Mer.  Y’are  mod  honeft,  you  fhall  find  me  no  lefs, 
and  fo  I leave  you ; profper  your  Bufinefs,  my  Friends. 

[Exit. 

Vncle.  Pray  Heaven  it  may,  Sir. 

Lance.  Nay  if  he  will  be  Mad  I’ll  be  Mad  with  him, 
I tell  him  that ; I’ll  not  Ipare  him.  His  Father  kept 
good  Meat,  good  Drink,  good  Hawks,  good  Hounds, 
and  bid  his  Neighbours  welcome  ; kept  him  too,  and 
fuppli’d  his  Prodigality,  yet  kept  his  Eftate  Hill : Mull 
we  turn  Tenants  now,  (after  we  have  liv’d  under  the 
Race  of  Gentry,  and  maintain’d  good  Yeomandry)  to 
fome  of  the  City,  to  a great  Shoulder  of  Mutton  and  a 
Cuftard,  and  have  our  Eftates  turn’d  into  Cabbage-Gar- 
dens, mull  it  be  fo.? 

Vncle.  You  mull  be  milder  to  him. 

Lance.  That’s  as  he  makes  his  Game. 

Vncle.  Intreat  him  lovingly  and  make  him  Feel 

Lance.  I’ll  prick  him  to  the  Bones  elfe. 

[Val.  within ] And  tell  the  Gentleman  I’ll  be  with  him 
prefently,  fay  I want  Mony  too,  I mull  not  fail  Boy. 

B 2 Lance. 
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Lance.  You’ll  wantCloaths  I hope. 

Enter  Valentine. 


Val.  Bid  the  youngCourtier  repair  to  me  anon ; I’ll 
read  to  him. 

Vncle,  He  comes,  be  diligent,  but  not  too  rugged 
ftart  him,  but  affright  him  not. 

Val,  Phew,  are  you  there  ? 

Vncle.  We  come  to  fee  you  Nephew,  be  not  angry. 

Val.  Why  do  you  Dog  me  thus,  with  thefe  ftrange 
People?  Why,  all  the  World  fhall  never  make  me  Rich 
agen,  nor  Matter  of  that  Trouble  an  Eftate. 

Ten.  We  befeech  you  for  our  poor  Children’s  fakes- 

Val.  Who  bid  you  get  ’em,  had  you  not  Thralhing- 
work  enough,  but  Children  mutt  be  bang’d  out  of  the 
Sheaf  too  ? Other  Men  with  their  Delicates  andwhol- 
fomeDiet  can  get  but  Wind^Eggs:  You,  with  a Clove 
of  Garlick,  a piece  of  CheefeAwou’d  break  a Saw,  and 
fowerMilk,  can  mount  like  Stallions,  and  I mutt  main- 
tain the  Brood.  ^ 

Lance.  You  ought  to  maintain  us.  and  our  Families, 
we  have  maintain’d  you,  and  when  you  flept  provided 
for  you.  What  bought  the  Cloathsyou  wear  ? I think 
our  Labours ; reckon,  you’ll  find  it  fo : Who  found  your 
Horfes  perpetual  Pots  of  Ale,  maintain’d  your  Taverns? 
And  who  extol’d  you  in  the  fide-Boxes,  where  you  might 
fit  and  mutter  all  the  Beauties  ? We  had  no  hand  in  this 
no,  we  are  all  Puppies  ? 

Your  Tennants  are  bafe  Vexations. 

Val.  Very  well,  Sir. 

Lance.  Had  you  Land,  Sir,  and  honeft  Men  to  ferve 
your  Purpofes,  honeft  and  faithful,  and  will  you  runa- 
way from ’em,  betray  yourfelf,  and  us  your  poor  Tribe 


to 
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to  Mifery  ; Mortgage  us  all,  like  old  Cloaths;  where  will 
you  Hunt  next  ? you  had  a thoufand  Acres  fair  and 
open ; the  KJngs-Bencb  is  enclofed,  there’s  no  good  Ri- 
ding ; the  Counter  is  full  of  Thorns  and  Brakes,  take 
heed  Sir,  and  Boggs ; you’ll  quickly  find  what  Broath 
th’are  made  of. 

Val.  Y’are  Ihort  and  pithy. 

Lance.  They  fay  y’are  a fine  Gentleman,  and  of  ex- 
cellent Judgment;  they  report  you  have  Wit,  keep 
your  felf  out  of  the  Rain  and  take  your  Cloak  with  you 
which  by  interpretation  is  your  Eftate,  Sir,  or  I fhall 
think  Fame  bely’d  you. 

Vd.  I prethee  leave  prating,  does  my  Good  lie  with- 
in my  Brain  to  further  ? Go,  go,  get  you  Home,  there 
Whiftle  to  your  Horfes  and  let  them  Edifie ; away  fowe 
Hemp  to  hang  your  felves  withal : What  am  I to  you 
or  you  to  me  ? Am  I your  Landlord,  Puppies  ? 

Vnc.  This  is  uncivil. 

Val.  More  unmerciful  you,  to  vex  me  with  thofe  Ba- 
, con-broth  and  Puddings:  They  are  the  walking  fhapes 
of  alLmy  Sorrows. 

3 Ten.  Your  Fathers  Worlhip  would  have  us’d  us  bet- 
ter. 

Val.  My  Fathers  Worfhip  was  a Fool. 

Lane.  Hay  Boys ! old  Valentine , I’faith  the  old  Boy 

ftilL 

Vncle.  Fie,  Coufin. 

Val.  I mean  befotted  to  his  Eftate  ; he  had  never  left 
me  the  Mifery  of  fo  much  Means  elfe;  which  till  I fold 
was  a meer  Torment  to  me:  If  you  will  Talk,  turnout 
thofe  Tenants,  they  are  as  killing  to  my  Nature  Uncle, 
as  Water  to  a Fever. 

Lane.  We  will  go,  but  ’tis  like  Rams,  to  come  again 
the  ftronger;  And  you  fhall  keep  your  Eftate. 

Val. 
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Val.  Thou  lieft,  I will  not. 

Lane.  Sweet  Sir,  thou  lieft,  thou  flialt ; ' and  fo  good 
Morrow.  [Exeunt  Tenants. 

Val.  Now  to  your  Bufinefs,  Uncle. 

Uncle.  To  your  Eftate,  then. 

Val.  ’Tis  gone,  and  I am  glad  on't ; name  it  no  more, 
’tis  that  I pray  againft,  and  Heaven  has  heard  me;  Ca~ 
veat  Ernptor,  let  the  Fool  out-fweat  it,  that  thinks  he 
has  got  a Catch  on’t. 

Uncle.  This  is  Madnefs,  to  be  a willful  Beggar. 

Val.  I am  Mad  then,  and  fo  I mean  to  be ; will  that 
content  you  ? How  bravely  now  I live,  how  Jocund, 
how  near  the  firft  Inheritance,  without  Fears,  how 
free  from  Title-Troubles. 

Uncle.  And  from  Means  too. 

Val..  Means?  why  all  good  Mens  Means  are  mine;  my 
Wit’s  my  Plough,  the  Town’s  my  Stock,  the  Tavern’s 
my  ftanding  Houfe,  and  all  the  World  knows  there’s  no 
Want ; all  Gentlemen  that  love  Society  love  me ; all 
Purfes  that  Wit  and  Pleafure  opens,  hold  my  Rents; 
every  Man’s  Cloaths  fits  me,  the  next  fair  Lodging  is  at 
my  Command  ; and  when  I pleafe  to  be  more  Eminent 
and  take  the  Air,  a Guinea’s  levied,  a Coach  prepar’d, 
and  I go  I care  not  whether  ; what  need  of  an  Eftate 
here  ? 

Uncle.  But  fay  thefe  means  were  honeft,  will  they 
laft,  Sir  ? 

Val.  Far  longer  than  your  Coat,  and  wear  fairer; 
fhould  I take  ought  of  you,  it  wou’d  be  begging,  your 
Minds  enclofed,  nothing  lies  nobly  open ; but  know 
Sir,  no  Man  that  I am  allied  to,  in  my  way  of  Living, 
but  makes  it  equal  whether  his  own  Ufe  or  my  Necefli- 
ty,  call  firft ; and  do  you  think  I venture  nothing  equal  ? 

Uncle.  You  pofe  me,  Coufin. 

Val. 
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Val.  What’s  my  Knowledge,  Uncle,  is’t  not  worth 
Mony  ? what’s  my  Under  Handing,  Travels,  Reading, 
Wit,  all  thefe  Digefted  ; my  daily  making  Men,  fome 
to  Speak,  that  too  much  Phlegm  had  Frozen  up;  fome 
that  fpoke  too  much,  to  hold  their  Peace ; fome  to  wear 
their  Cloaths,  and  fome  to  keep  ’em  ; thefe  are  nothing, 
Uncle ; befides,  thefe  ways,  to  teach  the  way  of  Na- 
ture, a manly  Love,  Community  to  all  that  are  deserv- 
ing, without  examining  how  much  or  what’s  done  for 
them  ? 


Enter  ttvo  Servants. 


i ft.  Ser.  This  Coat  and  Hat,  Sir;  and  my  Mafter’s 
Love. 

Val.  Commend  me  to  your  Matter  and  take  that; 
leave  ’em  at  my  Lodgings. 

i ft.  Ser.  I fhall,  Sir. 

Val.  I do  not  think  of  thefe  Things. 

2d  Ser.  Pleafe  you,  Sir,  I have  Gold  here  for  ye. 

Val.  Give  it  me ; drink  that,  and  Commend  me  to 
thy  Mafter.  Look  ye,  Uncle,  do  I beg  thefe  ? 

Uncle.  No,  fure’tis  your- Worth,  Sir. 

Val.  ’Tis  like  enough  ; but  p/ay  fatisfie  me,  are  not 
thofe  ways  as  Honeft  as  perfecuting  the  ftarv’d  Inheri- 
tance with  rnufty  Corn,  .the  very  Rats  were  fain  to  run 
away  from?  Or  felling  Rotten  Wood  by  the  Pound, 
like  Spices,  which  Gentlemen  afterwards  burn  by  Oun- 
ces? Do  not  I know  your  way  of  feeding  Beafts  with 
Grains  and  windy  fluff,  to  blow  up  Butcher  ? Your 
racking  Paftures  that  have  eaten  up  as  many  Singing 
Shepherds  and  their  Iffues,  as  all  Hampflsire  breeds.  I 
tel]  you,  Sir,  I would  not  change  ways  with  you,  un- 
lefs  it  were  to  fell  your  Eftate  that  Hour,  and,  if ’twere 
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poflible,  to  fpend  it  then  too.  Now  you  know  me? 

Uncle.  I wilh  you  knew  your  felf  ; but  fince  you  are 
grown  fuch  a ftrangeEnemy  to  your  felf,  give  me  leave 
to  make  your  Brothers  Fortune. 

Val.  How,  Sir? 

'Uncle.  From  your  Mortgage,  which  yet  may  be  reco- 
ver’d, I’ll  find  the  means. 

Val.  Pray  fave  your  Labour,  Sir,  my  Brother  and 
my  felf  will  run  one  Fortune,  and  I think,  what  I hold 
a rneer  Vexation  cannot  be  fafe  for  him,  I love  him  bet- 
ter ; he  has  Witat  Will,  the  World  has  means,  he  fhall 
live  without  the  trick  of  an  Eftate ; we  are  Heirs  both, 
and  all  the  World  before  us. 

Uncle.  My  laft  Offer,  and  then  I am  gone. 

Val.  Whatis’t,  and  then  I’ll  anfwer? 

Uncle.  What  think  you  of  a Wife  yet  to  reftore  you  ? 
and  tell  me  ferioufly,  without  thefe  Trifles. 

Val.  If  you  can  find  one  that  will  pleafe  my  Fancy, 
you  fhall  not  find  me  Stubborn. 

Untie.  Speak  your  Woman.  * 

Val.  One  without  Eyes,  that  is,  felf  Commendation; 
for  thofe  that  fee  will  always  think  th’are  handfome. 
One  without  Ears,  not  giving  time  to  Flatterers ; for 
fhe  that  hears  herfelf  Commended,  wavers,  and  points 
out  Men  a way  to  make  them  Wicked.  One  without 
Opinion  of  herfelf,  whotho’  fhe  has  Youth  forgets  it; 
tho’  fire  has  Inclination  denies  ft ; Whofe  Life  will  be  all 
Obedience,  and  all  her  Hours  new  Bleflings;  if  there 
may  be  fuch  a Woman  ? 

Uncle.  Yes,  there  may  be. 

Val.  And  without  Eftate  too?  . 

Uncle.  You  are  difpos’d  to  trifle,  well,  fare  you  well, 
Sir,  when  you  want  me  next  you’ll  te  wifer. 
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Val.  Farewel,  Uncle;  and  as  you  love  your  Eftate, 
don’t  let  me  hearon’t.  [£jc«. 

Uncle.  It  Ihall  not  trouble  you.  I’ll  watch  him  ftill, 
And  when  his  Friends  fall  off,  then  bend  his  Will  [Exit. 

Enter  Ifabella  and,  Lucy. 

; ' . ' r ' ' - 

Lucy.  I know  the  caufe  of  all  this  fadnefs  now,  your 
Sifter  has  engrofs’d  all  the  Lovers. 

Ifab.  She  has  wherewithal,  much  good  may’t  do  her. 
Prethee  fpeak  foftly,  we  are  open  to  Mens  Ears. 

Lucy.  Fear  not,  we  are  fafe,  we  may  fee  all  that  pafs, 
hear  all,  and  make  our  felvesMerry  with  their  Language, 
and  yet  ftand  undifcover’d  : Be  not  Melancholly,  you 
are  as  Fair  as  fhe. 

Ifab.  Who  I P I thank  you,  I am  as  haft  Ordain’d  me, 
a thing  Slubberd ; my  Sifter  is  a good  portly  Lady,  a 
Woman  of  a Prefence,  fhe  has  the  Light  before  her  and 
cannot  mifs  her  Choice,  for  me  ’tis  reafon  I fhould  wait 
with  my  mean  Fortune. 

Lucy.  You  are  fo  Baihful 

Ifab.  Our  Sex  fhould  not  be  forward,  Then  we  are 
Fair  and  fit  for  Mens  Embraces,  when  like  Towns  they 
lie  before  us  Ages,  and  we  hold  out  their  ftrongeft  Bat- 
teries, then  to  compound  too  without  the  lofs  of  Hon- 
our; and  march  off  with  our  fair  Wedding-Colours  fly- 
ing. Who  are  thefe  ? 

Enter  Franc,  and  Lance. 

Lucy.  I know  not,  nor  I care  not. 

Ifab.  Prethee  peace  then.  A well  built  Gentleman. 

Lucy.  But  poorly  Thatcht. 

Lane.  Has  he  devour’d  you  too  ? 
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Fran.  ’Has  gulp’d  me  down,  Lance. 

Lane.  Left  you  no  Means  at  all  ? 

Fran.  Not  a Farthing ; difpatch’d  my  poor  Annuity  I 
thank  him  ; here’s  all  the  hope  I have  left,  one  bare  ten 
Shillings. 

Lane'.  You  are  fit  for  great  Men’s  Services. 

Fran.  Iam'fit,  but  who’ll  take  me  thus  ? Mens  Mif- 
eries  are  now  accounted  ftains  in  their  Natures.  I have 
Travel’d  and  I have  Studied  long,  know  all  the  Perfecti- 
ons of  Art  and  Manners,  yet  that  I am  not  Bold  nor 
cannot  Flatter ; I fhall  not  thrive,  all  thefe  are  but  vain 
Studies.  Art  thou  fo  Rich  as  to  get  me  a Lodging, 
Lance  ? 

Lane.  I’ll  fell  theLeafe  of  my  Houfe  elfe  ; my  Horfe, 
my  Hawk,  nay,  s’Death  I’ll  pawn  my  Wife  and  Chil- 
dren ; Oh  Matter  Francis , that  I fhould  fee  your  Father’s 
Houfe  fall  thus  ? 

Ifab.  An  honeft  Fellow. 

Lane.  Your  Father’s  Houfe,  that  fed  me,  that  bred 
up  all  my  Name. 

Ifab.  A grateful  Fellow. 

Lane.  And  fall  by— 

Fran.  Peace,  I know  you  are  angry  Lance ; but  I mutt 
not  hear  with  whom,  he  is  my  Brother,  and  tho’  you 
hold  him  flight,  my  moft  dear  Brother.  A Gentleman, 
excepting  fome  few  Faults,  he  were  too  excellent  to  live 
here  elfe ; adorn’d  with  as  fine  Parts,  and  with  as  noble 
and  Manly  a Spirit,  as  any  He  alive.  I mutt  not  hear 
you  ; tho’  I am  Miferable,  and  He  made  me  fo  ; yet  he 
is  ftiil  my  Brother,  ftill  I love  him,  and  to  that  tie  of 
Blood  link  my  AffeQiions. 

Ifab.  A Noble  Nature!  doft  thou  know  him,  Lucy  ? 

Lucy.  No,  Madam. 
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Ifab.  Thou  fliould’ft  always  know  fuch  good  Men. 
What  a fair  Body  and  Mind  are  join’d  together ! Did  he 
not  fay  he  wanted  ? 

Lucy.  What’s  that  to  you  ? 

Ifab.  ’Tis  true,  but  ’tis  great  Pity. 

Lucy.  How  fhe  changes!  Ten  thoufand  other  Men 
want  more  than  he,  as  handfome  Men  too. 

Ifab.  ’Tis  like  enough,  but  as  I live  this  Gentleman 
among  ten  Thoufand  Thoufand-  Is  there  no  knowing 
him?  Why  fliould  he  want  ? Fellows  of  no  Merit,  flight 
and  puft  Souls  that  walk  like  Shadows,  let  them  com- 
plain. This  Man  is  fo  made  Lucy  that  his  Wants  muft 
’waken  us.  Alas,  poor  Gentleman ! But  will  that  keep 
him  from  Cold  and  Hunger?  Believe  me, he  is  well  Bred, 
and  cannot  but  be  of  a Noble  Family,  mark  him  well. 

Lucy.  He  is  a handfome  Man. 

Ifab.  The  fweetnefs  of  his  Sufferance  fets  him  off  Oh 
Lucy ! but  whether  go  I ? 

Lucy.  You  cannot  hide  it. 

Lane.  Come  Sir,  I’ll  fee  you  Lodg’d,  you  iiave  ty’d 
my  Tongue  fall : I’ll  Steal  before  you  want,  ’tis  but  a 
hanging. 

IJab.  That’s  a good  Fellow  too,  an  honeft  Fellow,  I 
muft  needs  know  more,  but  that  fome  other  Time. 

Lucy.  Is  the  Wind  there  ? that  makes  for  me. 

Ifab.  Come  I forget  Bufinefs, 

[Exit  Lance  4 W Frank. 
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ACT  II.  SCENE  I. 


Enter  Widow  and.  Lucy. 

Wid.  "A  T Y Sifter , and  a Woman  of  fo  bafe  a 
JYx  Pity  ! what  was  the  Fellow  ? 

Lucy.  Why  an  ordinary  Man,  Madam. 

Wid.  Poor? 

Lucy.  Poor  enough,  and  none  knows  whence  neither. 

Wid.  What  cou’d  lhe  fee? 

Lucy.  Only  his  Mifery,  for  elfe  lhe  might  behold  a 
hundred  Handfomer. 

Wid.  Did  lhe  change  much  ? 

Lucy.  Extreamly  when  he  fpake,  and  then  her  Pity, 
like  an  Orator,  but  more  I fear  her  Love,  fram’d  fuch 
a commendation  and  carried  it  fo  far,  as  made  me  won- 
der. 

Wid.  Is  lhe  fo  warm,  or  is  there  fuch  a want  of  Lov- 
ers, that  lhe  muft  dote  upon  Afflictions  ? Why  does 
fhe  not  rumage  all  the  Prifons,  and  there  beftow  her 
Youth  ? Did  lhe  fpeak  to  him  ? 

Lucy.  No,  he  faw  us  not ; but  ever  fince  lhe  has  been 
extreamly  Troubled. 
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Wid.  Was  he  Young  ? 

Lucy.  Yes,  Young  enough? 

Wid.  And  look’d  he  like  a Gentleman  ? 

Lucy.  Like  fuch  a Gentleman  as  would  pawn  ten  Oaths 
for  twelve  Pence. 

Wid.  My  Sifter,  and  fink  bafely  ! this  muft  not  be. 
Does  fhe  endeavour  to  know  him  ? 

Lucy.  Yes,  Madam,  and  has  employ’d  Shorthofe  about 
it. 

Wid.  O that’s  a fine  Rogue.  Keep  all  this  private  ; 
but  ftill  be  near  her  Lucy : What  you  can  gather  by  any 
means  let  me  underftand.  I’ll  flop  her  Heat,  and  turn 
her  Charity  another  way,  to  blefs  her  felf  firft.  A Beg- 
gar and  a Stranger  1 this  vexes  me ; but  I fhall  find  a 
Remedy.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Fountain,  Bellamour,  Hairbrain,  Valentine. 

Fount.  Oh  my  Friend ! We  have  fo  lookt  for  thee, 
and  long’d  for  thee : This  Widow  is  the  ftrangeft  thing, 
the  ftatelieft,  and  ftands  fo  much  upon  her  Excellencies. 

Bel.  She  has  put  us  off  a month  now  for  an  Anfwer. 

Hureb.  No  Man  muft  vifit  her,  nor  look  upon  her  ; 
no,  not  to  fay,  Good  Night,  or  Good  Morrow,  till  that 
time’s  paft. 

Vd.  She  has  found  what  Dough  you’re  made  of,  and 
fo  kneads  you.  Are  you  good  at  nothing  but  thefe 
After-games  ? I have  told  you  often  enough  what  things 
they  are,  what  precious  things,  thefe  Widows! 

Hareb.  If  we  had  ’em. 

Vd.  Why,  the  Devil  has  not  Craft  enough  to  woo 
’em;  there  be  two  kind  of  Fools ; mark  this  Obfervati- 
on,  Gentlemen!  mark  it  and  underftand  it ! 

Fount , Well,  go  forward. 

Vd 


3 4.  JV it  without  Mony. 

Val.  An  innocent  Fool,  and  a politick  Fool ; the  lat- 
ter of  which  are  Lovers,  Widow-Lovers. 

Four, 1.  We  gave  you  Reafons,  why  ’twas  needful  for 
us. 

Val.  As  you  are  thofe  Fools,  I did  allow  thofe  Reafons ; 
but  as  my  Scholars  and  Companions,  damn’d  ’em.  Do 
you  know  why  you  woo  a Widow?  Anfwer  me  cool- 
ly now,  and  with  Underftanding. 

Hareb.  Why,  to  lye  with  her,  and  enjoy  her  Wealth. 

Val.  Why,  there  you  are  Fools  ftill,  crafty  to  catch 
your  felves,  pure  politick  Fools:  I lookt  for  fuch  an 
Anfwer.  Once  more  hear  me:  If  you  wed  a Widow, 
’tis  to  be  doubted  mainly,  whether  the  Eftate  you  have 
be  yours  or  no:  Marke  me.;  Widows  have  long  Ex- 
tents in  Law  and  doubtful  Titles;  and  they  that  en- 
joy them,  lie  but  with  dead  Mens  Monuments:  But  if 
you’ll  needs  do  things  of  Danger,  kill  every  Day  a Serje- 
ant for  a Twelvemonth,  rob  the  Exchequer,  and  burn 
the  Rolls : Thefe  things  will  make  a Shew. 

Hair.  And  thefe  are  Trifles  ? 

Val.  Confider’d  to  a Widow,  empty  Nothings.  What 
do  we  get  by  Women,  but  our  Sences,  which  is  the 
rankeft  part  about  us,  fatisfied ; and  when  that’s  done, 
whatarewe?  Croft-fallen  Cowards.  What  benefit  can 
Children  bring  but  Charges  and  Difobedience  ? What’s 
the  Love  they  render  at  One  and  Twenty  ? I pray,  die, 
Father.  When  they  are  young,  they  are  like  Bells  rung 
backwards,  nothing  but  Noife  and  Giddinefs;  and 
come  to  Years  once,  there  drops  a Son  by  the  Sword  in 
his  Miftrefs’s  Quarrel ; a great  Joy  to  the  Parents.  A 
Daughter  grown  ripe  too  runs  away  with  a Footman  ; 
there’s  another:  And  moft  are  of  this  Nature.  Will  you 
marry  ? 
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Foun.  For  my  part,  Yes,  for  any  Doubt  I have  yet. 

Vd.  And  this  fame  Widow  ? 

Foun.  If  I can  : And  methinks,  however  you  are 
plea’sd  to  difpute  thefe  Dangers ; fuch  a warm  Match, 
and  for  you  too,  Sir,  were  not  hurtful. 

Val.  Not  half  fo  killing  as  for  you  : For,  me,  fhe  can- 
not, with  all  the  Art  fhe  has,  make  more  miferable,  or 
much  more  fortunate.  I have  no  Eft^te  left ; a Benefit 
that  none  of  you  can  brag  of : Nothing  to  lofe,  but 
what  my  Soul  inherits ; which  fhe  can  neither  law,  nor 
claw  away.  Add  to  all  this,  Contempt  of  what  fhe 
does,  I can  laugh  at  her  Tears,  negleft  her  Angers, 
hear  her  without  aFaith,fo  pity  her  as  fhe  were  aTraitor. 
If  you  cou’d  do  thefe  things,  and  had  but  this  Difcretion, 
and  the  fame  Fortune,  it  were  an  equal  Venture. , 

Fount.  This  is  Malice. 

Vd.  But  is  it  come  to  that,  You  mull  marry  ? 

Bel.  Grant  it  be  fo. 

Vd.  Then  chufe  the  tamer  Evil;  take  a Maid  not 
worth  a Penny;  make  her  and  mould  her  yours:  A 
Maid  worth  nothing  ! there’s  a vertuous  Spell  in  that 
Word  Nothing  ! A Maid  makes  Confcience  of  Half  a 
Crown  a Week  for  Pin-money  ; a Maid  will  be  content 
with  one  Coach  and  two  Horfes,  nor  fall  out,  becauTe 
they  are  not  matcht : But  a Widow  is  a Chriftmas-Box 
that  fweeps  all. 

Fount.  Yet  all  this  cannot  alter  us. 

Vd.  You  are  all  my  Friends,  and  all  my  loving 
Friends;  I fpend  your  Money  ; yet  I deferve  it  too  ; 
you  are  my  Friends  ftill : I ride  your  Horfes;  when  1 
want,  I fell  ’em  : I eat  your  Meat,  and  fometimes  wear 
your  Linnet) : Sometimes  I make  you  drunk,  and  then 
you  fign  and  feal ; for  which  I’ll  do  you  this  Favour : Be 
rul’d,  and  let  me  try  her;  I’ll  never  ceafe  to  trouble 

her 


/ 

\ 


1 6 , Wit  without  Mony. 

her  till  I fee  through  her;  then,  if  I find  her  wor-' 
thy 

March.  This  was  our  meaning,  Valentine. 

Val.  ’Tis  done  then ; I muft  want  nothing. 

Mareb.  Nothing,  but  the  Woman. 

Val . Nojealoufy;  for  when  I marry,  the  Devil  muft 
bewiferthanl  take  him  to  be,  and  the  Flefh  foolilher : 
Come,  let’s  to  Dinner;  and  when  I’m  well,  have  at 
her.  \Exeunt . 

Enter  Ifabella  and  Lucy. 

Ifab.  But  art  thou  fure  ? 

Lucy.  No  furer  than  that  I heard 

Ifab.  That  ’twas  that  flouting  Fellow’s  Brother. 

Lucy.  Yes,  Shorthoje  told  me  fo. 

Ifabel.  Did  he  fearch  out  the  Truth  ? 

Lucy.  It  feems  he  did. 

Ifab.  Prithee  Lucy  call  him  hither;  if  he  be  no  worfe 
I lha’nt  repent  my  Pity.  [ Enter  Shorthofe.]  Now,  Sir- 
rah, what  was  he  we  fent  you  after,  the  Gentleman  in 
Black  ? 

Short.  I’th’  torn  Black  ? 

Ifab.  Yes  the  fame,  Sir. 

Short.  What  would  your  Ladyfhip  with  him  ? 

Ifab.  Why  my  Ladylhip  would  know  his  Name,  and 
what  he  is? 

Short.  ’Is  Nothing,  he  is  a Man,  yet  no  Man. 

Ifab.  You  muft  needs  play  the  Fool. 

Short.  ’Tis  my  Profeflion. 

Ifab.  How  is  he  a Man,  and  no  Man  ? 

Short.  He’s  a Beggar;  only  the  Sign  of  a Man.  The 
Bufh  pull’d  down,  which  fhows  the  Houfe  ftands  emp- 
ty- 
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Ifab.  What’s  his  Calling  ? 

Short.  They  call  him  Beggar. 

Ifab.  What  are  his  Kindred  ? 

Short.  Beggars. 

Ifab.  His  Worth? 

Short.  A learned  Beggar,  a poor  Scholar. 

Ifab.  How  does  he  live  ? 

Short.  Like  Wogsis,  he  eats  old  Books. 

Ifab-  Is  V alentine  his  Brother  ? 

Short.  His  Begging  Brother. 

Ifab.  What  may  his  Name  be  ? 

Short.  Orjon. 

Ifab.  Leave  your  Fooling. 

Short.  You  had  as  good  fay,  leave  your  Living. 

Ifab . Once  more  tell  me  his  Name  dire&ly  ? 

Short.  I’ll  be  hang’d  fir  ft,  unlefs  I heard  him  Chriftn’d ; 
but  I can  tell  you  what  foolifh  People  call  him. 

Ifab.  What? 

Short.  Francifco. 

Ifab.  Where  lies  this  Learning,  Sir  ? 

Short.  In  Paul’s  Church-Yard,  Forfooth. 

Ifab.  I mean  the  Gentleman,  Fool. 

Short.  ‘O  that  Fool,  he  lies  in  loofe  Sheets  every  were, 
that’s  no  where. 

Lucy.  You  are  improv’d  fince  you  came  to  London. 
In  the  Country,  Shorthofe , you  were  an  arrant  Fool,  a 
dull  cold  Coxcomb,  here  every  Tavern  teaches  you  ; 
the  Pint  Pot  has  fo  belabour’d  you  with  Wit ; your  brave 
Companions  that  give  you  Ale  fo  fortified  your  Parts, 
that  now  there’s  no  talking  to  you. 

Short.  I hope  fo  ; I have  not  waited  at  the  Tail  of 
Wit  fo  long  to  be  an  Afs. 

Lucy.  But  fay  now,  Shorthofe , .my  Lady  fhould  re- 
move into  the  Country, 
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Short.  I’d  as  lieve  fhe  fhould  remove  to  Heaven,  and 
as  loon  would  I undertake  to  follow  her. 

Lucy.  Where  no  Mufick  is,  nor  no  Anchoves,  nor 
Mailer  fuch  a one  to  meet  at  the  Rofe,  and  bring  my 
Lady  fuch  a ones  chief  Chamber-Maid. 

Ifab.  No  bouncing  Healths  to  this  brave  Lad,  dear 
Short hofe ; nor  down  o’th’  Knees  to  that  Illultrious 
Lady. 

Lucy.  No  Fiddles,  nor  no  jolly  noife  of  Drawer  carry 
this  Bottle  to  my  Father  Shorthofe. 

Ifab.  No  Play,  no  Sights,  to  run  and  wonder  at. 

Lucy.  Say  fhe  fhou’d  go. 

Short.  If  I fay  fo  I’ll  be  hang’d  ; or  if  I thought  Ihe 
wou  d go 

Lucy.  What  ? 

Short.  I would  go  with  her. 

Lucy.  But  Shorthofe  where  thy  Heart  is- 

Ifab.  Do  not  fright  him. 

Lucy.  Upon  my  Word,  Madam,  ’tis  given  out,  and 
loudly  tco  from  her  own  Mouth,  we  are  prefently  to  be 
gone,  but  why  or  to  what  end  I know  not. 

Short.  May  not  a Man  Die  firft  ? She’l  give  him  fo 
much  Time? 

Ifab.  Gone  o’th’  fudden,  thou  doll  but  Jell,  fhe  mull 
not  mock  the  Gentlemen. 

Lucy.  She  has  put  them  off  for  a Month, they  dare  not 
fee  her.  Believe  me,  Madam,  you’l  find  it  true. 

Ifab.  How  Lucy?  Gone  on  fo  Ihort  Warning,  what 
Trick’s  this?  She  never  told  me  of  it,  it  mull  not  be. 
Sirrah  attend  me  prefently, you  know  I have  been  a kind 
Friend  t’  ye,  attend  me  in  the  Hall.  Don’t  Cry,  we 
fha’nt  go. 

Short.  O ! th^it  her  Coach  may  crack. 

Ett’ 
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Enter  Valentine,  Francifco  and  Lance. 

Val.  Wfych  way  to  live  ! How  dar’ft  thou  come  to 
Town  to  asjk  fuch  a foolifh  Queftion  ? 

Fran.  Methmks ’tis  a neceftary  Queftion,  unlefs  you 
could  reftore  me  the  Annuity  you  have  tipl’d  up  in  Ta- 
verns. 

Val.  Where  haft  thou  been ; and  how  brought  up 
Frank,  that  thou  talk’ft  thus  out  of  Frame  ? Thou  wert 
a pretty  Fellow,  and  of  a competent  Underftanding  ; 
who  has  fpoil’d  thee  ? 

Lance.  He  that  has  fpoil’d  himfelf ; and  will  fpoil  all 
comes  near  him.  Buy  but  a Glafs,  if  you  be  yet  fo  weal- 
thy, and  look  there  who  ? 

Val.  Well  faid,  Old  Copy-hold. 

Lance.  My  Heart’s  good  Free-hold,  Sir ! and  fo  you’ll 
find  it : This  Gentleman’s  your  Brother,  your  hopeful 
Brother  ; for  there  is  no  hopes  of  you : Ufe  him  accord- 
ingly. 

Val.  Juft  as  well  as  I ufe  my  felf ; What  would’ft  thou 
have,  Frank  ? 

Fran.  Can  you  procure  me  a Hundred  Found  ? 

Lance.  Hark  what  he  fays  to  you ! O try  your  Wits! 
for  they  fay  you’re  excellent  at  it. 

Fran.  And  I’ll  forget  all  Wrongs.  You  fee  my  Con- 
dition, and  to  what  Wretchednefs  your  Will  has 
brought  me  : But  what  it  may  be  by  this  Help,  if  timely 
done,  and  like  a noble  Brother,  both  you  and  I may  feel, 
and  to  our  Comforts. 

Val.  A Hundred  Pound ! Doft  thou  know  what  thou 
haft  faid,  Boy  ? 

Fran.  I faid,  A Hundred  Pound. 
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Val.  Thou  haft  faid  more  than  any  Man  can  juftify, 
believe  me.  Procure  a Hundred  Pounds!  I fay  to 
thee,  there’s  no  fuch  Sum  in  Nature:  Forty  Shil- 

lings there  may  be  now  in  the  Exchequer,  and  that’s  a 
Treafure ! I have  feen  Five  Pound  ; but  let  me  tell  it ! 
and  it’s  as  wonderful  as  Calves  with  five  Legs.  Here’s 
five  Shillings,  Frank,  the  Harveft  of  five  Weeks,  and  a 
good  Crop  too ; take  it  and  pay  thy  firft  Fruits ; I’ll 
comedown  and  eat  it  out. 

Fran.  ’Tis  Patience  muft  meet  with  you,  Sir,  not 
Love. 

Lance-  DeaLroundly,  and  leave  thefe  Fiddle-Faddles. 

Val.  Leave  thy  Prating ; thou  think’ft  thou’rt  a no- 
table wife  Fellow,  tnou  and  thy  rotten  Sparrow- 
Hawk  ! 

Lance.  I think  you’re  mad;  or  if  you  are  not,  will  be 
next  Moon,  What  wou’d  you  have  him  do  ? 

Val.  How? 

Lance.  To  get  Money  firft;  that’s  to  live:  You’ve 
taught  him  already  how  to  want. 

Val.  ’Slifehowdollive?  Why,  whatdull  Fool  wou’d 
ask  that  Queftion  ? The  better  halfo’th  Town  live  moft 
glorioufly : And  ask  them  what  Eftates  they  have? 
ask  owrGamefters  that  keep  their  Coaches, when  ’tis  they 
pray  for  a feafonable  Harveft  ? Thou  haft  a handfome 
Wit,  Frank ; ftir  into  the  World  ; ftir  for  Shame,  thou 
art  a pretty  Scholar : Ask  how  to  live  ? Write,  write ; 
write  any  thing ; the  World’s  a fine  believing  World. 
Write  News  1 

Lance.  EJfex-Dtagons,  Sir  ! or  Bloody  Battles  feen  in 
Air ! 

Val-  There’s  the  way,?  Frank ; and  in  the  Tail  of  thefe 
fright  me  the  Kingdom  with  a fharp  Prognoftication  that 

fhall 
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fhall  fcour’em : Dearth  upon  Dearth,  Predi&ions  of 
Sea-Breaches,  Wars,  and  fo  forth. 

Lance.  Whirlwinds  that  fhall  take  off  the  Top  of 
Grantham-fiee pie,  and  clap  it  on  Paul's. 

Val.  Probat um  efiy  Thou  can-ft  not  want  a Penfion.  Go 
fwitch  me  up  a Covey  of  young  Scholars ; there’s  twenty 
Pounds,  and  two  Load  of  Coals  : Are  not  thefe  ready 
Ways.  Cofmography  thou  art  deeply  read  in:  Draw 
me  a Map  from  the  Rofe-Tavern , I mean,  a Midnight- 
Map,  to  ’fcape  the  Conffables  and  their  long  fencelefs 
Examinations  ; and  Gentlemen  fhall  feed  thee,  very 
good  Gentlemen  ! I cannot  flay  long. 

Lance.  You  have  read  learnedly  : And  wou’d  you 
have  him  follow  thefe  Leffons?  Did  you  begin  with 
Ballads  ? 

Fran.  Well,  I will  leave  you  ; I fee  my  Wants  are 
grown  ridiculous ; Yours  may  be  fo;  I will  not  curfe 
you  neither.  You  may  think  when  thofe  wanton  Fits 
are  over,  who  bred  me,  and  who  ruin’d  me.  Look  to 
your  felf,  Sir  : A Providence  I wait  on. 

Val.  Thou  art  paffionate;  haft  thou  been  brought  up 
with  Girls? 

Enter  Shorthofe  with  a Bag  of  Money. 

Short.  Reft  ye  merry,  Gentlemen. 

Val.  Not  fo  merry  as  you  fuppofe,  Sir. 

Short.  Pray  ftay  a while,  and  let  me  take  a View  of 
you ; I may  put  my  Spoon  into  the  wrong  Broth  elfe. 

Val.  Why,  wilt  thou  mufter  us  ? 

Short.  No,  You  are  not  he;  you’re  a Thought  too 
handfome. 

Lance.  Who  would’ft  fpeak  withal  ? Why  doft  thou 
peep  fo  ? 
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Short.  I am  looking  Birds  Neffs ; I can  find  none  in 
your  Bufh-Beard.  I would  fpeak  with  you,  Black  Gen- 
leman. 

Fra».  With  me,  my  Friend? 

Short.  Yes  Sure  ! And  the  beft  Friend,  Sir,  it  Teems, 
you  have  fpoke  with  this  Twelvemonth.  Gentlemen, 
there’s  no  Money  for  you. 

Val.  How  ? 

Short.  There’s  none  for  you,  Sir : Be  not  To  brief ; not 
a Penny ! Law,  how  he  itches  at  it ! Stand  off ; You 
ftir  my  Choler. 

Lance.  Take  it  ; ’tis  Money. 

Short.  You  are  too  quick  too;  firft  be  fiv  „ i 
have  it.  You  feem  to  be  a Falconer,  but  a foolilh 
one.  ' 

Lance.  Take  it,  and  fay  nothing. 

• Short.  You’re  cozen’d  too,  ’tis  take  it  and  fpend  it. 

Fran.  From  whence  came  it,  Sir  ? 

Short.  Such  another  Word, and  you  fball  ha*  none  on’t. 

Fran.  I thank  you,  Sir ; I doubly  thank  you. 

Short.  Well  Sir,  then  buy  you  better  Cloaths,  and 
get  your  Hat  dreft,  and  your  Landrefs  to  walh  your 
Linnen  better.  ^ 

Fran.  Pray  ftay  Sir ; may  you  not  be  miftaken  ? 

Short.  I think  I am : Give  me  the  Money  again,  quick, 
quick. 

Fran.  I would  be  loath  to  reftore,  till  I am  fure  ’tis 
To. 

Short.  Hark  in  your  Ear ; Is  not  your  Name  Fran- 

cifco? 

Fran.  Yes. 

Short.  Be  quiet  then  ; it  may  thunder  a thoufand  times 
before  luch  Stones  fall.  Do  you  not  need  it  ? 

Fran.  Yes. 


Short.  And 
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Short.  And  ’tis  thought  you  have  it. 

Fran.  I think  I have. 

Short.  Then  hold  it  fa  ft ; ’tis  not  Fly-blown,  you  may 
pay  for  the  Carriage  : You  forget  your  felf ; ^1  have  not 
feen  a Gentleman  fo  backward,  a wanting  Gentleman— 

Fran.  Your  Mercy,  Sir  ! 

Short.  Friend,  you  have  Mercy!  a whole  Bag-full  of 
Mercy  ? Be  merry  with  it,  and  be  wife. 

Fran.  I wou’d  fain,  if  it  pleafeyou  ; but  know 

Short.  It  does  not  plea  fe  me:  Tell  over  your  Money; 
and  be  not  mad,  Boy. 

Val.  You  have  no  more  fuch  Baggs  ? 

Short.  More  fuch  there  are  Sir  ; but  few,  I fear,  for 
you.  I have  caft  your  Water ; you  have  Wit,  you  need 
no  Money.  [Exit. 

Lance.  Be  not  amaz’d,  Sir ; ’tis  good  Gold,  good  old 
Gold  ; thisisReftorative,  and  in  good  time  it  comes  t& 
do  you  good  ; keep  it  and  ufe  it ; let  honeft  Fingers  feel 
it Yours  be  too  quick,  Sir. 

Fran.  He  nam’d  me,  and  he  gave  it  me ; but  from 
whom 

Lance.  Let  ’em  fend  more,  and  then  examine : This 
can  be  but  a Preface. 

Fran.  Being  a Stranger,  of  whom  can  I deferve  this  ? 

Lance . Of  any  Man  that  has  but  Underftanding  to  find 
Mens  Wants.  Good  Men  are  bound  to  do  fo. 

Val.  Now  you  fee,  Frank , there  are  more  Ways  than 
Certainties : Now  you  believe.  What  Plough  brought 
you  this  Harveft  ? What  Sale  of  Timber,  Coals,  or 
what  Annuities  ? What  Ufe  of  thefe  where  every  Ma  n’s 
thy  Tenant?  I amaflham’d  of  thee  ! 

Lance.  Yes  I have  feen  this  Fello.w.  There’s  a weal- 
thy Widow  hard  by. 

Val.  Yes  marry  is  there 
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Lane.  I think  he’s  her  Servant..  Nay  I am  fure  on’t. 
Franc.  I am  glad  on’t. 

Lane.  She’s  a good  Woman. 

Franc.  I’m  gladder. 

Lane.  'And  Young  enough. 

Franc.  Gladder  of  all  Sir. 

Val.  Franck , you  fball  lie  with  me. 

Fran.  I thank  my  Mony. 

Lane.  His  Mony  fhall  lie  with  me,  Three  in  a Bed, 
Sir,  will  be  too  much. 

Val.  Meet  me  at  the  Rofe  and  thou  lhalt  fee  what 
things- 


Lane.  Truft  toyourfelf,  Sir. 


[ [Exit  Frank  and  Lance.] 


Enter  Fountain,  Bellamoure,  and  Hairbrain. 

* * ■ 

Fount.  O Valentine ! 

Val.  How  now,  why  d’ye  all  look  fo  ? 

Bel.  The  Widows  going,  Man. 

Val.  Why  let  her  go,  Man. 

Hairb.  She’s  going  out  o’Town. 

Val.  The  Town’s  the  happier.  Wou’d  they  were  all 
gone ! 

Fount.  We  can’t  come  to  fpeak  with  her. 

Val.  Not  fpeak  to  her  ? 

Bel.  She  will  be  gone  within  this  Hour.  Either  now 
Val 

Fount.  Hairb.  Now,  now,  now  good  Val— — 

Val.  I had  rather  march  in  the  Mouth  o’Cannoo. 

But  adieu,  if  Ihe  be  above  Ground Go,  away  to  your 

Prayers,  away  I fay,  away ; fhe  fhall  be  Ipoken  with. 

lExeuntJ] 
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Shorthofe  with  one  Boot  on,  Roger,  Humphry, 

Rog.  She  will  go,  Shorthofe. 

Short.  Who  can  help  it,  Roger  ? 

Ralph.  [ within ] Help  down  with  the  Hangings, 

Rog.  By  and  by,  Ralph  ; lam  making  up  the  Trunks 
here. 

Ralph.  Shorthofe. 

Short.  Well, 

Ralph.  Who  looks  to  my  Lady’s  Wardrobe,  Hum- 
phry? ’ 

Hump.  Here! 

Ralph.  Down  with  the  Boxes  in  the  Gallery,  anc^ 
bring  away  the  Coach-Cufhions. 

Short.  Will  it  not  rain?  No  Conjuring  abroad,  nor 
no  Device  to  flop  this  Journey  ? 

Rog.  Why  go  now  ? why  now  ? why  o’th’  fudden 
now  ? 

What  Preparation,  what  Horfes  have  we  ready  ? 

What  Provifion  have  we  in  the  Country  ? 

Hump.  Not  an  Egg,  I hope. 

Rog.  No,  nor  one  drop  of  good  Drink,  Boys  ! there’s 
the  Devil ! 

Short.  I heartily  pray  the  Malt  may  be  mufty,  and 
then  we  muft  come  up  again. 

Hump.  I have  no  Boots,  nor  none  I’ll  buy : Or  if  I had, 
refufe  me  if  I would  venture  my  Ability  before  a Cloak- 
bag  ; Men  are  Men. 

Short.  For  my  part,  if  I be  brought,  (as  I know  it  will 
be  aim’d  at)  to  carry  any  dirty  Cream-pot,  and  gentle 
Lady  of  the  Chamber  behind  my  Guelding,  with  all 
her  Streamers,  Knapfacks,  Glades,  Gugaws,  as  if  I 
were  a running  Folly,  I’ll  give  ’em  l^fve  to  cut  my 
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Girths  and  flay  me : I underftand  my  felf,  and  am  re- 
folv’d 

Hump.  To  Morrow-night  at  Oliver's ! Who  fhall  be 
there,  Boys  ? Who  fhall  meet  the  Wenches  ? 

Rog.  The  well-brew’d  Stand  of  Ale  wc  fhould  have 
met  at ! 

Short.  Thefe  Griefs,  like  to  another  Tale  of  Troy, 
wou’d  mollify  the  Heart’s  of  barb’rous  People ! 

Enter  R^lph. 

„ ..  -t.  ...  . ’/■  ' I OJ  ; -a  ^ ; 7 * • < 

Ralph.  Well,  whether  rdn  you  ? my  Lady’s  mad. 
Short.  I wou’d  fhe  were  in  Bedlam. 

* Ralph.  The  Carts  are  come,  no  Hands  to  help  load 
’em  ; the  Stuff  lies  in  the  Hall,  the  Plate  and— 

Wtd.  [within]  Why  Knaves  there ; where  be  thefe 
idle  Fellows? 

Short.  Shall  I ride  with  one  Boat  ? 

Wid.  Why  where,  I fay  ? 

Ralph.  Away,  away,  itmuftbefb. 

Short.  O for  a tickling  Storm  to  laft  but  one  ten  Days ! 

[Exeunt. 
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ACT  III.  SCENE  I. 


Enter  Ifabella  and  Lucy. 

Lucy.  T"  Ndeed,  Madam,  I did  it  for  the  beft. 

1 I fab.  It  may  be  fo,  but  Lucy  you  have  a 
Tongue,  a difh  of  Meat  in  your  Mouth,  which  if  ’twere 
minced,  Lucyr  wou’d  do  a great  deal  better. 

Lucy.  Iproteft,  Madam. 

JJ’ab.  ’T will  be  your  own  one  time  or  other.  Walter  l 

Walt,  [within]  Madam. 

Ifab.  Tye  my  little  Box  behind  the  Coach,  and  bid 
my  Maid  make  ready,  my  fweet  Service  to  your  good 
Lady,  Mrs.  Lucy. 

Lucy.  Do  but  hear  me. 

Ifab.  I am  in  Love  fweet  Lucy , and  you  are  fo  fkilfut 

that  I muft  needsundo  my  felf And  d’ye  hear,  let 

Oliver  pack  up  the  Glafs  carefully. 

Lucy.  Pray  be  fatisfied. 

Ifab.  Yes  before  I leave  you,  there’s  a Roger  which 
fome  call  the  Butler,  I fpeak  of  Certainties,  I do  not 
fifh  Lucyt,  nay  don’t  flare,  I have  a Tongue  can  talk 
too : And  a green  Chamber  too  Lucy , a back  Door  opens 
to  the  long  Gallery.  There  was  a Night  Lucy , do  you 
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perceive,  do  you  perceive  me  yet  ? O do  you  Blufh  ? A 
Friday  Night  I faw  your  Saint,  Lucy.  For  ’tother  Pot  of 
Marmalad  all’s  thine,  fweet  Roger.  This  I heard  and 
kept  too. 

Lacy.  As  your  are  a Gentlewoman,  Madam 

Ifab.  As  you  have  made  my  Sifter  jealous  of  me, 
and  Foolifhly  and  Childifhly  purfu’d  it,  I have  found 
out  your  Haunts,  and  trac’d  your  Purpofes.  Your  beft 
means  muft  be  applied  to  bring  her  back  again,  and  fe- 
rioufly  and  fuddenly,  that  fo  I may  have  means  to  clear 
my  felf,  and  fhe  a fair  Opinion  of  me,  elfe  you  perilh. 

Lucy.  My  Power  and  Prayers,  Madam 

■JJab.  What’s  the  Matter  ? 

Enter  Shorthofe  and  Widow. 

. 

Short  I have  been  with  the  Gentleman,  he  has  it 
much  good  do  him  with  it. 

Wid.  Come  are  ye  ready  ? Come  you  love  to  delay 
Time.  The  Day  grows  on  us. 

Ifab.  I have  fent  for  a few  Trifles,  when  thofe  ?re 

come ; and  now  I know  your  Reafons 

Wid ■ Know  your  own  Honour  then About  your 

Bufinefs,  fee  tne  Coach  ready,  I’ll  tell  you  more  then. 
[ Exit  Lucy  and  Shorthofe.]  You  muft  not  think  your 
Sifter  fo  tender- ey’d  as  not  to  fee  your  Follies;  alas  I 
know  your  Heart and  muft  imagine,  and  truly  too, 
’tis  not  your  Charity  can  coin  fuch  Sums  to- give  away 
as  you  ha’done:  In  that  you  have  no  Wifdom,  Sifter, 
no  nor  Modefty,  where  nobler  Ufes  are  at  home, 
I tell  ye,  I am  afham’d  to  find  this  in  ye.  None  to 
chufe  but  things  for  pity  ? None  to  fix  your  Thoughts 
on  but  one  of  no  Ability,  of  no  Name  ? One  that  has 

no* 
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nothing  to  bring  you  to  but  Cold  and  Hunger:  A jol- 
ly Fortune,  Sifter;  no  Mony,  no  not  ten  Shillings! 

Ifab.  You  fearch  nearly. 

■Wid.  I know  it,  as  I know  your  Folly.  One  that 
knows  not  where  he  fhall  eat  his  next  Meal,  or  take 
his  Reft  unlefs  it  be  i’th,’  Cage.  What  Kindred  has 
he,  but  a more  wanting  Brother,  or  what  Vertues? 

Ifab.  You  have  had  rare  intelligence  I fee  Sifter. 

Wid-  Or  lay  the  Man  had  Vertue,  is  Vertue  in  this 
Age  a full  Inheritance  ? This  is  not  well,  ’tis  weak,  and 
I grieve  to  know  it; 

IJab.  And  this  you  quit  the  Town  for  ? 

Wid.  Is’t  not  time  ? 

Ifab.  You  are  better  read  in  my  Affairs  than  I am, 
that’s  all  I have  to  anfwer.  I’ll  go  with  you  and  wil- 
lingly, and  what  you  think  moft  dangerous,  I’ll  ftill 
Laugh-at.  For,  Sifter,  ’tis  not  Folly  but  goodDifcre- 
’tion  that  fhall  govern  me. 

Wid.  Iam  glad  to  hear  you  fay  fo,  come  away. 

Ifab.  I am  for  you.  [ Exeunt . 

Enter  Shorthofe  and  Humphry  with  riding  Whips. 

Hump.  The  Devil  can’t  ftay  her.  She’ll  only  eat  an 
Egg  now,  and  then  we  muft  away. 

Short.  I am  gaul’d  already,  yet  I will  pray — -May 
London  Ways  from  henceforth  be  full  of  holes , and 
Coaches  crack  their  Wheels.  May  zealous  Smiths  fo 
fhoo  all  our  Horfes,  that  they  may  feel  compunftion  in 
their  Feet,  and  fall  lame  at  Highgate.  May  it  Rain  more 
than  all  the  Almanacks  foretel,  ’till  Carriers  fail,  and 
the  Queen’s  Filhmonger  ride  upon  a Trout  to  London. 

Hump.  At  St.  Albans  may  all  the  Inns  be  full,  and  not 
an  Hoft  fober  to  bid  her  Ladifhip  welcome. 

Short, 
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Short.  Not  a Fiddle;  nor  no  Meat  but  Legs  of  Beef. 
Hump,  No  Beds  but  Wool-packs ! 

Short.  And  thofe  fo  cram’d  with  Warrens  of  ftarv’d 
Fleas  that  bite  like  Bandogs.'  Let  Minns  be  angry  at  their 
St.  Belfwagger,  and  we  pafs  in  the  heat  on’t  and  be  beaten, 
beaten  abominably,  beaten  Horfe  and  Man,  and  all  my 
Ladies  Linnen  fprinkled  with  Suds  and  Difliwater ! 

Short.  Not  a Wheel  but  out  of  joint ! 


Enter  F oger  laughing, 

■ 

Hump.  Why  do’ft  thou  Laugh  ? 

Rag.  There’s  a Gentleman,  the  rareft  Gentleman,  and 

makes  the  rareft  Sport 

Short,  Where?  where? 

Rog.  Within  here ; a’has  made  the  gayeft  Sport  with 
Tom.  the  Coachman,  fo  maul’d  him  with  Liquor,  that 
he  lies  lafhing  a Hogfhead  for  his  Horfes. 

Short.  That’s  very  good. 

Rog.  And  talks  and  laughs,  and  lings  the  rareft  Songs. 
Short.  Better  ftill. 


Enter  Valentine  and  Widow. 


Hump.  My  Lady in  a rage  with  the  Gentleman. 

Short.  May  he  anger  her  into  a Fever.  \_Extt  Serv. 
Wid.  Pray  tell  me,  who  fent  you  hither,  to  ask  me 
fuch  wild  Queftions  ? 

Val.  D’ye  think  I ufe  to  go  of  Errands,  Madam. 

Wid.  You  have  not  known  me  fure. 

• Val.  Not  much. 

Wid.  What  reafon  have  you  then  to  be  fo  tender  of  my 
Credit,  you  are  no  Kinfman? 

Val.  If  you  take  it  fo,  the  honeft  Office  that  I came 

to 
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to  do  you  is  not  fo  heavy  but  I can  return  it ; now  I 
perceive  you  are  too  proud,  not  worth  my  Vifit. 

Wid.  Pray  ftay  a little : Proud  ? 

Val.  Monftrous  proud.  I griev’d  to  hear  a Woman 
of  your  value  and  good  parts  flung  by  the  People,  but 
now  I fee  ’tis  true:  You  look  upon  me  as  if  I were  a 
rude  and  faucy  Fellow  that  borrow’d  all  my  breeding 
from  a Dung-hill,  or  fuch  a one  as  fhou’d  now  fall  down 
and  worlhip  you  in  hopes  of  pardon:  But  you  miftake, 

Madam ; I came  to  prove  Opinion  a loud  Lyar To 

fee  a Woman  only  great  in  goodnefs,  and  Miftrels  of  a 
greater  Fame  than  Fortune ; but 

Wid.  You  are  a Itrange  Gentleman  ; if  I were  proud 
now  I fhou’d  fhew  you  the  effefts  of  Pride,  and  be  mon- 
ftrous angry,  which  I am  not;  I fhou’d  defpife  you,  but 
you  are  welcome,  Sir.  To  think  well  of  our  felves  if  we  . 
deferve  it  addsLuftre  to  us,  and  makes  every  Good  we 
have  look  fairer. 

Val.  This  is  well,  and  now  you  fpeak  toth’  purpofe 
you  pleafe  me  ; but  to  be  proud  of  taking  place 

Wid.  If  it  be  our  right,  why  not?  Why  are  we  fet 
here  with  diftin&ions  elfe  ? why  are  Degrees  and  Orders 
given  us?  In  you  Men  ’tis  held  a coolnefs  if  you  lofe 
your  Right ; ’tis an  affront  and  lofs  of  Honour.  Streets 
and  Walls,  and  upper  end  of  Tables,  had  they  Tongues 
cou’d  tell  what  Blood  has  follow’d,  and  what  Feuds 
about  your  Ranks.  Are  we  fo  much  below  you,  that 
’till  you  have  us  are  the  top  of  Nature,  to  be  accounted 
Drones,  without  a difference  ? You’ll  make  us  Beafts 
indeed. 

Val.  Nay  worfe  than  this:  They  fay  you’re  proud  of 
your  Cloaths,  and  of  your  Beauty  ; proud  of  Red  and 
White;  a Varnifh  that  Butter-milk  can  better. 

Wid.  Lord ! how  little  will  vex  thefe  poor  blind  Peo* 

pie. 
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pie.  If  my  Cloaths  fometimes  be  gay  and  glorious,  does 
it  follow  my  Mind  mull  be  fo  too  ? Or  fay  my  Beauty 
pleafe  fome  weak  Eyes,  mull  I ,be  vain  of  that  which 
every  hour  decays  ? This  is  an  Infants  Anger. 

Val.  Then  they  fay  too,  What  tho’  you  have  a Coach 
lin’d  through  with  Velvet,  and  fix  fine  Flanders  Horfes, 
why  Ihou’d  the  Streets  be  troubled  continually  with 
you,  ’till  Carmen  curfe  ye?  ’Till  the  learned  Lawyers 
with  their  fat  Bags  are  thruli  againft  the  Bulks,  ’till  all 
their  Caufes  crack?  Can  there  be  ought  in  this  but  Pride 
of  lhew,  Madam?  And  then  they  cry,  why  Ihould  this 
Lady,  and  t’other  Lady,  and  the  third  fweet  Lady,  be 
daily  vifited,  and  their  poor  Neighbours  negle&ed  ? 

Wid.  You  are  very  credulous,  and  fomewhat  defpe- 
rate  to  deliver  this,  Sir,  to  her  you  know  not : But 
whatever  Women  do  lies  open  to  thefe  Cenfures.  Nay, 
fome  of  you  will  fwear  our  very  Meditations  at  Church, 
which  all  Ihou’d  fear  to  judge,  at  leaft  uncharitably,  are 
mixt  with  Thoughts  of  Men.  That  we  cannot  fleep 
but  this  fweet  Gentleman  fwims  in  our  Fancies,  or  that 
fmooth  Beau,  or  that  Scarlet  Man  of  War.  That  we 
cannot  drefs  our  Heads  without  Defigns  how  to  furprize 
this  Great  Man,  or  that  Blue  Garter.  In  lhort,  our 
very  Looks  are  fubject  to  Conllruftions : Nay,  Sir,  ’tis 
come  to  this,  we  cannot  fmile  but  ’tis  a Favour  to  fome 
Fool  or  other.  Should  we  examine  you  thus,  were  it 
not  poflible  alfo  for  us  to  pafs  our  Cenfures  ? 

Val.  It  may  be  fo  ; but  how  wou’d  that  excufe  you  ? 

Wid.  And  how  does  it  appear  that  you  fpeak  Truth 
of  us  ? Who  knows  not  what  deadly  Tongues  you  have, 
what  guilty  Hearts,  and  bold  Inventions  ? O’  my  Con- 
fcienceif  ’iwere  not  for  fharp  Juftice,  you  wou’d  ven* 
ture  to  aim  at  your  own  Mothers,  and  account  it  glory 
to  fay  you  had  done  fo.  Yet  all  your  Thoughts  and 

De* 


Wit  without  Mony. 


Defigns  are  juft  ; you  forfooth  can  never  err : ’Tis  vvc 
only  that  are  fubjett  to  Frailty,  We  only  that  are  Gid- 
dy and  Deceitful,  we  only  that  are  liable  to  Cenfure  j 
pray,  good  Sir,  give  us  better  Words. 

Fal.  Well  faid,  Madam,  now  I begin  to  like  you. 

Wid.  We  are  finely  Blefs’d  indeed,  and  much  behold- 
ing to  you  ; youMen  may  do  what  you  think  fit, we  only 
what  you  pleafe  to  allow  us,  and  that  too  very  care- 
fully ; our  Names  are  elfe  the  talk  of  Chocolate-Houfes*- 
and  made  the  Jefts  of  all  your  drunken  Clubs. 

Val.  O brave  Widow  ! you  are  able  to  defend  the 
Faults  of  the  whole  Sex. 

Wid. You  have  noFaults  not  you.Alas,no  ! Gentlemen, 
’twere  Impudence  in  us  to  think  you  Vicious,  you  are 
fo  Moral  and  fo  Holy  the  Ladies  fright  you.  You  are 
the  cool  Things  of  the  Times,  the  ProfefTors  of  Tempe- 
rance, meer  Emblems  of  the  Law,  and  Patterns  of 
Vertue.  You  are  not  daily  mending  like  Dutch-  Watch- 
es, and  Plaiftering  like  old  Walls.  They  are  none  of 
you,  Gentlemen,  that  with  their  fecret  Sins  increafethe 
number  of  our  Surgeons.'  No,  no,  Women  only  have 
Vices  : You  are  not  Envious,  Falfe,  Covetuous, 
Vain-glorious,  Irreligious,  Drunken,  Revengeful,  Giddy, 
Inconftant,  Carelefsof  your  own  Honour,  and  eager  to 
deftroy  the  Reputations  of  other  People. 

Val.  You  are  angry. 

Wid.  Not  I indeed  ; yet  I could  fay  more. 

Val.  But  it  may  be  I am  Troublefome  ? 

Wid.  Not  at  all,  Sir,  I am  content  at  this  Time  you 
fhou’d  Trouble  me.  t 

Val.  You  are  diftruftful. 

Wid.  Yes,  where  I find  no  Truth,  Sir. 

Val.  Come,  come  you’r  full  of  Paffion. 

Wid.  Some  I have,  I were  no  Woman  elfe. 

Val.  You  are  monftrous  Peevifh 
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Wid.  Becaufe  they  are  monftrous  Foolifb,  and  know  • 
not  bow  to  treat  me  as  they  ought  to  do. 

Vd.  I was  never  anfwer’d  thus.  You  never  drink, 
Madam? 

Wid.  Not  too  much,  Sir,  yet  I love  good  Wine  as  I 
love  health  and  joy  of  Heart,  but  Temperately.  Why 
d’yee  ask  that  Quellion  ? 

Val.  For  that  Sin  they  charge  you  with  is  this  Sin’s 
Servant.  They  fay  you  are  mpnftrous— — — 

Wid.  What,  Sir,  what? 

Vd.  Moll  ftrangely 

Wid.  It  has  a Name,  fure  ? 

Vd.  Infinitely  Lullful,  without  all  bounds:  They 
fwear  you  kill’d  your  Husband. 

Wid.  Let’s  have  it  all  for  Heavn’s  Sake,  ’tis  good 
Mirth,  Sir. 

Vd.  They  fay  you  will  have  four  now,  and  have 
’em  all  at  once  too.  Will  fhe  not  Cry  nor  Curfe.  [ayWe] 

Wid.  On  with  the  Story. 

Vd.  And  that  you  are  fueing  out  Difpenfations  with 
large  Sums  of  Mony  for  that  purpofe. 

Wid.  Four  Husbands!  fhou’d  not  I be  Bleft,  Sir? 
But  what  fhou’d  I do  with  ’em?  *You  come  to  make 
me  Angry,  Sir,  but  you  cannot. 

Vd.  I’ll  make  ye  merry  then.  You’re  a brave  Wo- 
man,  and  fpight  of  Envy,  a good  one I don’t  of- 

ten commend  your  Sex. 

Wid ■ It  feems  fo,  your  Commendations  are  fo  lludied 
for. 

Vd.  I came  to  fee  you,  and  lift  you  into  Flower,  to 
know  your  Purenefs,  and  I have  found  ye  Excellent ; 
continue  fo,  and  fhew  Men  how  to  Tread  and  Women 
how  to  Follow.  Get  a Husband,  an  honeft  Man,  and 
live  hedg’d  in  from  Scandal : Let  him  be  too,  an  un- 
der- 
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derftanding  Man,  ’tis  pity  your  fair  Figure  fhould  mif- 
'carry  ; then  y’are  fixt.  Farewel. 

Wid. Pray  ftay  a little.  I love  yourCompany  now  y’are 
fo  agreeably  pleafant,  and  to  my  difpofition  fet  fo  even. 

Val.  I can  no  longer.  I Exit. 

Wid.  As  I live  a fine  Fellow,  this  Manly  handfome 
bluntnefs  fhows  him  Honeft.  What  is  he  or  from 
Whence?  Blefs  me,  four  Husbands!  How  prettily  he 
fool’d  me  into  Vices  to  ftir  my  Jealoufy  and  try  my 
Nature,  a proper  Gentleman.  I am  not  wello’th’fud- 
den ; fuch  a Companion  I cou’d  live  and  die  with,  his 
Angers  are  meer  Mirth. 


Enter  Ifabella. 

■ \ m v 

Ifab.  Come,  come,  I am  ready. 

Wid.  Are  you  fo  ? 

Ifab.  What  ails  heL?- — The  Coach  flays  and  the 
People,  the  Day  grows  on ; lam  as  ready  now  as  you 
defire,  Sifter  ; fie,  who  flays  now  ? Why  d’ye  fit  and 
pout  thus? 

Wid.  Prithee  be  quiet;  I am  not  well, 

IJab.  For  Heaven’s  fake,  let’s  not  Travel  in  the  Night, 
come • . • «■ 

Wid.  I have  a little  Bufinefs. 

Ifab.  To  abufe  me.  You  fhall  not  find  new  Dreams,, 
nor  new  Sufpitions  ; come  let  us  go- 

Wid.  Lord,  who  made  you  a Commander ! Hey,  ho, 
my  Heart. 

Ifab.  Is  the  Wind  in  that  Corner?  are  you  fick  of  the 
Valentine , fweet  Sifter  ? [ajidej  Come  let’s  away,  the 
Country  will  fo  revive  you,  and  we  (hall  live  fo  fweet- 
ly.  Lucy,  your  Ladies  Scarf.  Nay  you’ve  fet  me  fo  agog 
for  going,  I wou’d  not  ftay  for  all  the  World. 

F 2 Wid. 
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Wid.  Prithee,  lfabella , indeed  I have  fome  Bufinefs 
that  concerns  me.  I will  be  no  more  fufpitious  ; here, 
wear  that  Ring  for  me,  I'll  pay  the  hundred  Pound 
you  owe  the  Taylor. 

Enter  Shorthofe,  Roger,  Humphry,  Ralph. 


Ifab.  I had  rather  go,  but 

Wid.  Come  walk  in  with  me  ; we’ll  go  to  Cards 

Unfadle  the  Horfes. 

Short.  A Jubilee,  a Jubilee,  we  ftay  Boys. 

[Exeunt. 


Enter  Uncle,  Lance.  Fount.  Bella-  Hairbrain,  following 


Vncle.  Are  they  behind  us  ?- 

Lance.  Clofe,  clofe,  fpeak  aloud,  Sir. 

Vncle.  I am  glad  my  Nephew  had  fo  much  Difcreti- 
on  at  length  to  find  his  Wants.  Did  fhe  entertain  him? 

Lance.  Moft  bravely,  nobly.  Gave  himfuch  a wel- 
come  

Vncle.  For  his  own  fake,  d’ye  think? 

Lance.  Moft  certain,  Sir,  and  in’s  own  Caufe  be- 
ftir’d  himfelf  too,  and  won  fuch  liking  from  her  fhe 
dotes  on  hm.  ’Has  the  command  of  all  the  Houfe  al- 
ready. 

Vncle.  He  deals  not  well  with  his  Friends. 

Lance.  Let  him  deal  on,  and  be  his  own  Friend.  He 
has  moft  need  of  her  . 

Vncle.  I wonder  they  wou’d  put  him 

Lance.  You’re  in  the  right  on’t;  a Man  that  muft 
raife  himfelf.  1 knew  he’d  trick  ’em,  and  am  glad  he 
has.  He  watch’d  Ckcalion,  and  found  it  in  the  nick ! 

Vncle.  He  has  deceiv’d  me. 

Lance. 
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Lance.  I told  ye,  however  he  wheel’d  about,  he’d 
charge  Home  at  laft.  How  I co.u’d  Laugh  now  to  think 
of  thefe  tame  Fools  ! 

Uncle.  ’Twas  not  well  done,  becaule  they  Trufted 
him,  yet- — 

Bell.  Hark  you,  Gentlemen. 

Uncle.  We  are  bufie,  pray  excufe  us.  They  have  it 
home. 

Lance.  Come,  let  it  work.  [£.*.  Uncle,  Lance. 

Fount.  ’Tis  true,  he  is  a Knave,  I always  thought  l'o. 

Hare.  And  we  are  Fools,  tame  Fools. 

Bell  Come  let’s  go  feek  him.  He  lhall  be  Rang’d 
before  he  lerve  us  thus.  {Exeunt  • 

Enter  Ifabella,  Lucy. 

Ifab.  Ar’t  fure  fhe  loves  him  ? 

Lucy.  Am  I fure  I Live ; and  I have  clapt  on  fuch  a 
Commendation  to  forward  your  Revenge. 

IJab.  Faith,  he  is  a pretty  Gentleman. 

Lucy.  Handfome  enough,  and  that  her  Eyes  has 
found 

Ifab.  He  talks  the  Beft , they  fay,  and  yet  the  Mad- 
deft — 

Lucy.  ’Has  the  right  Way> 

I/ab.  How  is  fhe  ? 

Lucy.  O bears  it  well,  as  if  fhe  car’d  not ; but  one 
may  fee  with  half  an  Eye  through  all  her  forc’d  Beha- 
viour. 

Ifab.  Come  let’s  go  fee  her.  I long  to  perfecute. 

Lucy.  By  no  means,  Madam  ; let  her  take  better  hold 
firft. 

Ifab.  I cou’d  burft  now'  [ Exeunt . 


Enter 
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Enter  Valentlnfe,  Fountain,  Bellamore,  Hairbrain. 

Val.  Upbraid  me  with  yourBenefits  ? Was’t  not  I that 
undertook  you  firft  from  empty  Barrels,  and  brought 
thofe  barking  Mouths,  that  gap’d  like  Bungholes,  to 
utter  Sence?  Where  got  you  Underftanding  ? Who 
taught  you  Manners  ? What  brought  you  from  the  Uni- 
veriities,  befides  your  fmall  bafe  Sentences  ? 

Be!!.  V ery  well,  Sir. 

Val.  Who  look’d  on  you  but  Prentices  in  Paul's 
Church-Yard,  that  fmelt  your  Want  of  Books  ? 

Enter  Widow,  Lucy,  above. 


Fount.  This  cannot  fave  ye- 

Val.  Taunt  my  Integrity,  ye  Brutes  ! 

Hair.  You  tempt  our  Patience  ; we  have  found  you 
out,  and  what  your  Truft  comes  to.  Y’are  well  Fea- 
ther’d, thank  us,  and  think  now  of  an  honeft  Courfe, 
’tis  time.  Men  now  begin  to  look,  and  narrowly,  into 
your  Tricks*,  they’re  ftaie. 

IVid.  Is  not  that  he  ? 

Lucy.  ’Tis  he. 

Wid.  Be  quiet,  and  let’s  obferve  him. 

Val.  How  miferable  will  thefe  poor  Wretches  be 
when  I forfake  ’em ! But  Things  have  their  Necefiities, 
I am  forty.  To  what  a Vomit  muft  they  return  again 
now,  to  their  own  dear  Dunghill-Breeding.  Never 
hope  after  I have  call  you  off,  you  Men  of  Motly,  you 
moil  undone  Things  below  Pity,  any  that  has  a Soul 
and  Six-pence  dare  relieve  ye,  my  Name  fhall  bar 
that  Bleffing.  There’s  your  Coat,  Sir,  keep  it  fafe,  it 
may  preferve  you  a Fortnight  longer  from  the  Fool ; 

your 
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your  Hat,  pray  be  Cover’d ; and  there’s  the  Waftcoat 
your  Worfhip  fept  me,  ’twill  ferve  you  at  a Country 
Affizes  yet- 

Fount.  Nay  Faith  Sir,  you  may  e’en  rub  thefe  out 
now. 

Val.  No  fiich  Relique,  not  the  leaft  Rag  of  fuch  a for- 
did Weaknefs  fhall  keep  me  warm — r-Thefe  Breeches 
are  my  own,  (and  all  that’s  in  ’em)  purchas’d  and\paid 
for  without  your  Compaffion,  andfo  I’ll  keep ’em. 

Hair • So  they  feem,  Sir. 

Val.  Only  the  Thirteen  Shillings  and  the  odd  Groat 
in  thefe  Breeches  fhall  be  yours,  Sir  A Mark  to  know  a 
Knave  by.  Donoc  difpleafe  me  more,  but  take  it  pre- 
fently.  Now  I am  perie£t,  and  now  let  the  proudeft  of 
your  Worfbips  tell  me  I am  beholding  to  ye— — 

Fount.  No  fuch  matter. 

Val.  And  take  heed  how  you  Pity  me;  ’tis  dange- 
rous, exceeding  dangerous  to  prate  of  Pity.  Which 
are  the  Poorer,  I without  you,  or  you  without  my 
Knowledge  ? Be  Rogues,  and  fo  be  gone;  be  Rogues, 
and  reply  not,  for  if  you  do 

Bell.  Only  thus  much,  and  then  we’ll  leave  ye  ; the 
Air  is  (harper  far  than  our  Anger,  Sir. 

Hair.  Pray  have  a Care,  good  Sir,  of  your  Health. 

Lovers. 

Val.  Yes  Hog-herds,  more  than  you  can  have  of  your 
Wits.  ’Tis Cold,  and  lam  very  fenfible on’t,  extreme- 
ly Cold,  and  yet  I will  not  off  till  I have  lham’d  thefe 
Ralcals.  But  I am  Colder  here,  not  a Penny  left. 

[ Searching  his  Pockets. 
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Enter  Uncle  with  a Bstg,  and  Lance. 

Uncle.  It  has  taken  rarely,  and  now  he's  flead,  fure  he 
will  be  rul’d. 

Lance.  To  him,  to  him,  abufe  him,’  and  nip  him 
clofe. 

Uncle + Why  how  now  Coufin,  Sunning  your  felf  this 
Weather  ? 

Val.  As  you  fee,  Sir,  in  a hot  Fit,  I thank  my 
Friends.  1 

Uncle . But  Coufin,  where  are  your  Cloaths,  Man? 
Thofe  are  no  Inheritance,  your  Scruple  may  compound 
with  thofe  I take  it ; this  is  no  Fafhion  Coufin  ? 

Val.  Not  much  follow’d  I muft  confefs  ; yet,  Uncle,  I 
intend  to  try  what  may  be  done  next  Term  ? 

Lance . How  came  you  thus,  Sir  ? 

Val.  Rags,  Toys  and  Trifles,  fit  only  for  thofe  Fools 
that  firft  poffefs’d  ’em,  and  to  thofe  Knaves  they’re  ren- 
der’d. Freemen,  Uncle,  ought  to  appear  like  Inno- 
cent old  Adam , a Fig-Leaf’s  lufficient. 

Uncle.  Were  thofe  your  Friends  that  clear’d  you 
thus  ? 

Val.  Hang  Friends,  and  even  Reck’nings  that  make 
Friends! 

Uncle.  I thought,  till  now,  there  had  been  no  fuch 
Loving,  no  fuch  Purchafe,  for  all  the  reft  is  Labour,  as 
a Lift  of  Honourable  Friends:  Do  fuch  Men  as  you, 
Sir,  after  all  your  Travels,  and  thofe  great  Gifts  of  Na- 
ture, aim  at  no  more  than  calling  off  your  Coats.  I am 
ftrangely  concern’d. 

Lance.  Should  not  the  Town  Oiake  at  the  Cold  you 
feel  now,  and  all  the  Gentry  fuffer  Interdiftion.  No 
more  Senfe  fpoken;  Wit  be  blafted,  and  Taverns 

broken. 
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broken.  All  Things,  Goth  and  Vandal,  ’till  you  be  equipt 
again  in  Velvets  and  Scarlets,  bedaub’d  with  Gold 
Lace. 

Val.  Gentlemen  you  have  Talk’d  long.  I befeech 
you  takeBreath  a while,  and  hear  me:  You  imagine  now, 
I fee  by  your  Behaviour,  that  I’m  at  the  laft,  as  alfo 
that  my  Friends  are  flown  like  Swallows  after  Summer. 

Vncle.  Yes,  Sir. 

Val.  And  that  I have  no  more  in  this  poor  Pannier 
to  raife  me  up  again  above  your  Rents,  Uncle  ? 

Vncle.  All  this  I do  believe. 

Val.  You  have  no  Mind  to  better  me  ? 

Vncle.  Yes,  Coufin,  to  that  End  I came,  and  once 
more  offer  you  all  that  my  Power  is  Matter  of. 

Val.  A Match  then.  Lay  me  down  Fifty  Pounds 
there. 

Vncle.  There  it  is,  Sir. 

Val.  And  Write  on  it,  that  you  are  pleas’d  to  give  me 
this  as  due  to  my  Merit,  without  Caution  of  redeeming 
Land,  tedious  Thanks,  or  Thrift  hereafter  to  be  hop’d 
for. 

Vncle.  How  ! [Lucy  lays  a Suit  of  Cloaths 

and  a Letter  at  the  Door. 

Val.  Without  Daring,  when  you’re  Drunk,  to  utter 
Revilings,  to  which  you  are  prone  in  Sack,  Uncle. 

Vncle.  I thank  you, Sir. 

Lance.  Come,  Sir,  come  away,  let  the  young  Wan- 
ton play  a while;  away  I fay,  Sir:  Let  him  go  for- 
ward with  his  naked  Fafhion ; he’ll  feek  you  to  morrow. 
Fine  Weather,  fultry  Hot,  fultry,  how  I Sweat ! 

Vncle.  Farewel,  Sir.  [Ex.  Unde  and  Lance. 

Val.  Wou’d  I Sweat  too,  I am  monftrous  Vextand 
Cold  too ; and  thefe  are  but  thin  Pumps  to  walk  the 
Streets  in.  Cloaths  I mutt  get,  this  Fafhion  will  not 

G fadge 
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fadge  with  me ; befides’tis  an-ill  Winter  wear——  What 
art  thou?  Yes,  they  are  Cloaths,  and  Rich  ones,  fome 

Fool  has  left ’em,  and  if  Ilhould  utter What’s  this 

Paper  here  ? Let  thefe  be  worn  only  by  the  moft  Noble 

and  Deferving  Gentleman  Valentine Dropt  out  o’th’ 

Clouds!  I think  the  Pockets  full  of  Gold  too,  aye.  Well 
I’ll  leave  my  Wonder,  and  be  warm  again. 


In  the  next  Houfe  this  cooling  Drefs  Vll  jhift , 
Some  Luck  Jlill  helps  me  out  at  a dead  Lift. 


ACT 
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ACT  IV.  SCENE  I 


Enter  Francifco,  Unele,  and  Lance. 

Fran.  "IT THY  do  you  deal  thus  with  him,  ’tis  too 
VV  fevere  ? 

Vncle.  Peace  Coufin,  peace,  you  are  too  tender  of 
him ; he  mull  be  dealt  with  thus,  he  mull  be  cur’d  thus. 
The  Violence  of  his  Difeafe,  Frank,  mull  not  be  Jefted 
with,  ’tis  groun  Infectious,  and  now  ftrong  Corrofives 
muft  cure  him. 

Lance.  H’as  had  a Stinger  has  eat  off  his  Cloaths  ; 
next  his  Skin  comes. 

Vncle.  And  let  it  fearch  him  to  the  Bones,  ’tis  the 
better,  ’twill  make  hinffeel  it. 

Lance.  Where  be  his  noble  Friends,  now  ? Will  his 
fantaftical  Opinion  cloath  him  ? Or  the  learn’d  Art  of 
having  nothing  Feed  him  ? 

Vncle.  It  muft  ; we’ll  try,  for  all  his  Friends  have  flung 
him  off.  And  where  to  Skin  himfelf  again  if  I 

know or  can  devife  how  he  fhould  get  himfelf  a 

Lodging.  His  Spirit  muft  be  bow’d,  and  now  we  have 
him  at  that  we  hop’d  for. 

G 2 Eance. 
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Lance.  Next  time  we  meet  him  cracking  o’  Nuts, 
with  half  a Cloak  about  him,  or  borrowing  of  Six- 
pence. 

Fran.  Which  way  went  he  ? 

Lancs*  Pox,  why  fhou’d  you  ask  after  him,  you  have 
been  lhav’d  already  ? Let  him  take  his  Fortune,  he  fpun 
it  out  «himfelf,Sir,  there’s  no  Pity. 

Vncle.  Befides,iome  Good  may  come  to  you  now  from 
his  Mifery. 

Fran . I rife  upon  his  Ruins ! Fie,  fie,  Uncle  ; fie  ho- 
neft  Lance : Thofe  Gentlemen  were  bafe  that  cou’d  lo 
foon  take  Fire  to  his  Deftruftion. 

Vncle . You  area  Fool,  a Fool,  a young  Man. 

Enter  Valentine. 

Val.  ’Morrow  Uncle,  morrow  Frank , fweet  Frank , 
and  how,  and  how  d’ye  think  now,  how  Ihow  Matters  ! 
’Morrow  Bandog. 

Vncle . How  ! 

Fran . Is  this  Man  naked,  forfakenof  his  Friends? 

Val.  Th’art  handfome,  Frank,  a pretty  Gentleman. 
Faith,  thou  look’ll  well,  and  yet  here  may  be  thofe  that 
look  as  hadfome. 

Lance.  Sure  he  can  Conjure  y* and  has  the  Devil  for 
his  Taylor ! 

Vncle . New  and  Rich,  how  is  this  pollible  ? 

Lance.  Give  him  this  Luck,  and  fling  him  into.theSea. 

Vncle.  ’Tis  not  he.  Imagination  cannot  work  this 
Miracle. 

Val.  Yes,  yes,  ’tis  he  I will  allure  ye,  Uncle,  the  very 
he,  the  he  your  Worfhip  plaid  upon,  I thank  you  for’t. 
Laught  at  his  Nakednefs,  -and  made  his  Cold  and  Pover- 
ty your  Paftime.  You  fee  I Live,  and  the  bell  can  do  no 
more,  Uncle : And  tho’  I have  no  Eftate,  I keep  the 

Streets 
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Streets  dill,  and  take  my  Plea  fu  re  in  the  Town,  like  a 
poor  Gentleman.  Wear  Cloaths  to  keep  me  warm ; 
mean  Things,  they  ferve  me : Can  make  a Show  too  if 
I pleafe  yet,  Uncle,  and  Ring  a Peal  in  my  Pocket 
ding,  dong,  Uncle.  Thcfe  are  mad  foolifh  Ways,  but 
who  can  help  it? 

Uncle.  I am  amaz’d! 

Lance.  I’ll  fell  my  Copy-hold,  forfince  there  are  fuch 
excellent  New-nothings,  why  fhou’d  I labour  ? Is  there 
no  Fairy  haunts  him,  no  Rat,  no  old  Woman  ? 

Uncle ■ You  are  Valentine  ? 

Val.  I think  fo,  I cannot  tell,  I have  been  call’d  lb, 
and  fome  fay  Chriden’d.  Why  do  you  wonder  at  me, 
and  fwell  as  if  you  had  met  a Serjeant  fading  ? Did  you 
ever  know  a Man  of  Merit  want?  Y’re  Fools,  a little 
Stoop  there  may  be  to  allay  him,  he  wou’d  grow  too 
Rank  elfe,  a fmall  Eclipfe  to  fhadow  him,  but  out  he 
mnd,  and  break  glowingly  again,  and  with  a glorious 
Ludre.  Look  ye,  Uncle,  Motion  and  Majedy— — 

Uncle.  I am  confounded. 

Fran.  lam  of  his  Faith. 

Val.  Walk  by  his  carelefs  Kinfman,  and  turn  again, 
and  walk,  and  look  thus,  Uncle,  taking  fome  one  by 
the  Hand  he  loves  bed,  leave  the  red  to  the  Mercy  of 
the  Hog-Market.  Come,  Frank , Fortune  is  now  my 
Friend,  let  me  Indrud  thee. 

Fran.  ’Morrow,  Uncle,  I mud  needs  go  with  him. 

Val.  Fley  me,  and  turn  me  out,  where  none  Inha- 
bits ; within  two  Hours  I fhall  be  thus  again — . 

Now  wonder  on,  and  laugh  at  your  own  Ignorance. 

[Ex.  V a,l.  and  Frank. 

Uncle.  I do  believe  him. 

Lance.  So  do  I,  and  heartily ; upon  my  Confcienee 
bury  him  dark  naked,  he’d  rife  again  within  two  Hours 
Embroider’d.  Sow  Mudard-Seeds,  and  they  can’t 

come 
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come  up  fb  thick  as  his  new  Suits  do.  There’s  no 
ftriving 

• Vncle.  Let  him-play  a while  then,  and  let’s  fearch  out 
what  Hand 

Lance.  I ; there  the  Game  lies;  [ Exeunt . 

Enter Fountain,  Bellamour  WHairbrain. 

fount.  Come,  let’s  fpeak  for  our  felves,  we’ve  lodg’d 
him  fafe  enough  ; his  Nakednefs  dare  not  peep  out  to 
crofs  us.  . ' 

Bell.  We  can  have  no  Admittance. 

Hairb.  Let’s  in  boldly, 'and  ufe  our  beft  Arts ; whoe’er 
file’s  pleas’d  to  Favour,  we’re  all  content. 

Fount.  Much  good  may  do  him  with  her,  no  Civil  . 
Wars. 

Bell.  By  no  means.  Now  do  I wonder  in  what  old 
Ivy-tod  he  lies  whittling,  for  Mony  nor  Cloaths  he’s 
none,  nor  none  will  truft  him,  we  have  made  that  Side 
fure  ; we’ll  teach  him  a new  Wooing. 

Hairb.  Say  it  is  his  Uncle’s  Spight. 

Fount.  It  is  all  one,  Gentlemen,  it  has  rid  us  of  a 
.fair  Incumbrance,  and  makes  us  look  about  to  our  own 
Fortunes.  Who  are  thefe  ? 

Enter  Ifabella  and  Lucy. 

Ifab.  Not  fee  this  Man  yet ! Well,  I Jhall  be  Wifer : 
But,  iarj'jdid’ft  ever  knowa  Woman  melt  fo  ? 

Lucy.  Peace,  the  three  Suitors. 

Jfab.  I cou’d  fo  Titter  now  and  Laugh,  I was  loft,  and 
I mutt  love  I know  not  what.  O what  pretty 

Gins  thou  haft  to  halter  Woodcocks ! And  we  muft  into 
the  Country  in  all  hafte,  Lucy. 

Lucy. 
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Lucy.  For  Heaven’s  Sake,  Madam. 

Ifab.  Nay,  I have  done,  I mult  Laugh  tho’ ; but 
Scholar  I lhall  teach  you. 

Fount.  ’Tis  her  Sifter. 

Bell.  Servant,  Ladies. 

s l j*b.  Well  met,  Gentlemen.  You  are  Vifiting  my 
Sifter  I allure  my  felf. 

Hairb.  We  wou’d  fain  blefs  our  Eyes 

Ifab.  Behold  and  welcome  ; you  wou’d  fee  her  ? 

Fount.  ’Tis  our  Bufinefs. 

Ifab.  You  fhall  fee  her,  and  you  fhall  talk  with 
her. 

Lucy.  She  will  not  fee ’em,  nor  fpend  a Word 

Ifab.  I’ll  make  her  fret  a thoufand- 

Lucy.  She  cannot  endure  ’em. 

Ifab.  She  loves  ’em  but  too  dearly.  Come  follow  me, 
III  bring  you  t’th’ Party,  Gentlemen;  then  make  your 
own  Conditions. 

Lucy.  She’s  lick  you  know. 

Ifab.  I’ll  -make  her  well,  or  kill  her.  Take  no  idle 
Anfwer,  you’re  Fools  then ; nor  keep  off,  for  her  State, 
fhe’ll  fcorn  ye  all  then ; but  urge  her  ftill,  and  tho’  Ihe 
fret,  follow  her.  A Widow  muft  be  won  fo. 

Bell.  She  fpeaks  bravely. 

Ifab.  I wou’d  fain  have  a Brother-in-law,  I love  Mens 
Company : And  if  Ihe  call  for  Dinner  to  avoid  ye,  be 
fure  you  ftay-  Follow  her  into  her  Chamber,  if 
Ihe  retire  to  pray,  pray  with  her  like  bold  and  honeft 
Lovers. 


Lucy.  This  will  kill  her. 

Fount.  You  have  Ihow’d  us  one  Way,  do  but  lead  us 
’tother. 

Ifab.  I know  you  ftand  on  Thorns.  Come,  I’ll  di- 
fpatch  ye. 

Lucy. 
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Lucy.  If  flie  live  afterthis 

Ifab.  I have  loft  my  Aim.  \_Exeunt. 

Enter  Valentine  and,  Francifco. 

Fran.  Did  you  not  fee  ’em  fince  ? 

Val.  No,  hang ’em,  hang ’em. 

Fran.  Nor  will  you  not  be  feen  by  ’em  ? 

Val.  Let  me  alone,  Frank , I’ll  be  even  with  ’em. 

Fran.  Such  bafe,  ungrateful  Wretches. 

Val.  I’ll  be  Reveng’d  e’er  I ha’  done  with  ’em. 

Fran.  Will  you  go  with  me,  for  I wou’d  faiij  find  this 
Piece  of  Bounty  ! ’Twas  the  Widow’s  Man,  that  I am 
certain  of. 

Val.  To  what  End  wou’d  you  go  ? 

Fran.  To  give  Thanks. 

Val . Hang  giving  Thanks,  haft  not  thou  Parts  to  de- 
ferve  it  ? It  includes  a further  Will  to  be  beholding. 
Beggars  can  do  no  more  at  Doors : If  you  will  go,  there  . 
lies  your  Way. 

Fran.  I hope  you’ll  go. 

Val . No,  not  in  Ceremony,  and  to  a Woman,  with 
my  own  Father  were  he  living,  Frank.  I wou’d  to 
Court  with  Bears  firft,  if  it  be  that  Woman  I think  it 
is,  for’tother’s  wifer,  I wou’d  not  be  folookt  upon,  and 
laugh’d  at,  fo  made  a Ladder  for  her  Wit  to  climb  upon, 
for  ’tis  the  tarteft  Tit  in  Cbrijlendom : I know  her  well, 
Frank findi  havebuckl’d  with  her;  and  have  been  fo  flear’d 
upon  and  flouted,  andfhown  to  Chamber-Maids,  as  if 
I had  been  a ftrange  Beaft,  Ihe  had  purchas’d  with  her 
Mony. 

Fran.  You  are  a ftrange  Man.  But  d’ye  think  it  was 
a Woman? 


Val. 
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Val.  There’s  no  doubt  on’t.  Who  can  there  be  to 
do  it  elfe  ? Befides,  the  Manner  and  the  Circumftan- 
ces. 

Fran.  Then  fuch  Curtefies,  whoever  does  ’em,  Sir, 
muft  be  more  lookt  into,  and  better  anfwer’d  than  with 
Slights,  Men  may  ftarve  elfe.  Mony  is  not  gotten  now 
with  crying  out,  I am  a Gallant  Fellow,  a good  Soldier, 
a Man  of  Learning,  and  fit  to  be  Employ’d.  Imme- 
diate Bleflings,  like  Miracles,  are  ceas’d;  and  we  muft 
grow  by  fecond  Means.  Pray  go  with  me,  if  you  love 
me,  Sir. 

Val.  I will  come  to  thee , but  Frank , I’ll  not  ftay  to  hear 
your  Fopperies ; difpatch  thofe  e’er  I come. 

Fran.  You  will  not  fail  me  ? 

Val.  Some  two  Hours  hence  expeQ:  me. 

Fran.  I thank  you,  and  will  look  for  ye.  [Exeunt. 


Enter  Widow,  Shorthofe  and  Roger. 

Wid.  Who  let  in  thefe  Puppies  ? You  blind  Raskals, 
you  drunken  Knaves. 

Short.  Yes,  Madam,  I’ll  let  ’em  in  prefently — — ■ 
Gentlemen 

Wid.  Hold  your  bauling  Rogue- 

Short.  I baul  as  loud  as  I can.  Wou’d  you  have  me 
fetch  ’em  on  my  Back  ? 

Wid.  Get ’em  outRaskal,  out  with ’em,  out,Ifweat 
to  have ’em  near  me. 

Short.  I fhall  fweat  more  to  carry  ’em  out. 

Rog.  They  are  Gentlemen,  Ma.dam. 

Short.  Shall  we  get  ’em  into,  the  Buttefy,  and  make 
’em  Drunk  ? , ’ 

Wid.  Do  any  thing,  fo  I be  reliev’d. 
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Enter  Ifab.  Fount.  Bellam.  and  Hairb. 

Jfab.  Now  to  her,  fear  nothing. 

Rog.  Slip  afide,  Boy,  I know  fhe  loves ’em,  however 
fhe  carries  it,  and  has  invited  ’em  ; my  young  Miftrefs 
told  me  fo. 

Short.  Away  then.  [Ejc.  Ser. 

Fount.  You  are  too  Curious,  Madam,  too  full  of  Pre- 
paration, we  expert  it  not. 

Bell.  Methinks  your  Houfe  is  handfome,  every  Place 
decent,  what  need  you  be  vext  ? 

Hairb.  We  are  no  Strangers. 

Fount.  What,  tho’  we  come  e’er  you  expefted  us  ; 
don’t  we  know  your  Entertainments,  Madam,  are  free, 
and  full  at  all  times. 

Wid.  Y’are  merry,  Gentlemen. 

Bell.  We  come  to  be  merry,  Madam,  and  very  mer- 
ry, to  laugh  heartily,  and  now  and  then, Lady, a Word 
of  our  old  Plea. 

Wid.  I am  bufie,  and  very  bulie  too Will  none 

deliver  me  ? [ Afide . 

Hairb.  There  is  a Time  for  all  Things  ; you  maybe 
bufie,  but  when  your  Friends  come,  Madam- 

Wid.  This  is  a tedious  Torment. 

Fount.  How  handome  this  little  Piece  of[Anger  fhows 
upon  heri  Well,  Madam,  well,  you  know  how  to  grace 
yourfelf. 

Bell.  Nay,  every  Thing  fhe  does  breeds  a new  Sweet- 
nefs. 

Wid.  I muft  go  up,  I have  fome  Bufinefs  waits  me 
Wfnefor  the  Gentleman  there 

Ha.’rb.  Nay,  we’ll  go  with  you,  we  never  faw  your 
Chambers  yet. 

Ifab. 
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Ifab.  Hold  there,  Boys. 

Wid.  Perhaps  I go  to  my  Prayers. 

Fount.  We’ll  pray  with  you,  and  help  your  Meditati- 
ons- 

Wid.  This  is  Boifterous  ; fay  I go  to  Sleep,  will  you 
go  with  me  too  ? 

Bell.  So  fuddenly  before  your  Meat  is  dangerous.  We 
know  your  Dinner’s  ready,  Lady,  you  will  not  Sleep. 

Wid.  Get  my  Coach  ready ; I'll  take  the  Air. 

Hairb.  We’ll  wait  on  you. 

Wid.  Let  it  alone-  Call  my  Steward  to  me,  and  bid 
him  bring  his  Accounts  into  the  Garden Thefe  un- 
mannerly rude  Fellows.  [Exit  Widow. 

Fount.  We’ll  walk  after  you,  and  view  the  Pleafure  of 
the  Place. 

If  ah.  Let  her  not  reft,  for  if  you  give  her  Breath  fhe’li 

fcorn  and  flout  ye Seem  how  fhe  will,  this  is  the 

Way  to  win  her Be  bold  and  Profper. 

Bell.  Nay,  if  we  doh’t  tire  her [Exit  Lovers. 

Ifab.  I’ll  teach  you  to  worm  me,  good  Lady  Sifter,  and 
peep  into  my  Privacies,  to  fufpeft  me.  I’ll  torture  you 
with  that  you  hate,  molt  daintily,  and  when  I have 
done  that, ‘laugh  at  what  you  love. 

Enter  Lucy. 

Lucy.  What  have  you  done,  fhe  Chafes  and  Foams 
rnoft  outragioufly,  and  ftill  they  perfecute  her.  - 

IJab.  Long  may  they  do  fo.  I’ll  teach  her  to  declaim 
againft  my  Pities.  Why  is  fhe  not  gone  out  o’  Town, 
but  gives  Men  Occafion  to  run  mad  after  her  ? 

Lucy.  I fhall  behang’d. 

Ifab.  This  in  me  had  been  high  Treafon ; three  at  a 
Time,  and  private  in  her  Garden ! I hope  fhe’ll  caft  her 
Account  right  now. 

H 2 
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Enter  Widow. 

Wid.  Well,  I fhall  find  who  brought  ’em. 

Ifab.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Wid.  Why  d’ye  laugh,  Sifter.  I fancy  ’twas  your 
Trick,  ’twas  neatly  done  of  you,  and  well  becomes  your 
Plea  fu  re. 

Ifab.  What  have  you  done  with  ’em  ? 

Wid. Lock’d  ’em  into  the  Garden : There  I’ll  make  ’em 
Dance  and  Caper  too,  before  they  get  their  Liberty,  m- 
folent  vain  Wtetches  ! 

Ifab.  They  are  fomewhat  Saucy,  but  yet  I’ll  let  ’em 

out,  and  once  more  found  ’em- Why  were  they  not 

beaten  out  ? 

Wid.  I was  about  it,  but  becaufe  they  came  as 
Suitors 

Jfab.  Why  did  you  not  Anfwer  ’em? 

Wid.  They’re  fo  Impudent  they’ll  receive  none 

More  yet : How  came  they  in  ? 

Enter  Francifco  and  Lance- 

Lance.  At  the  Door,  Madam. 

Jfab.  It  is  that  Face. 

Lucy.  This  is  the  Gentlema n.  [Afide  to  the  Widow. 

Wid.  She  fent  the  Mony  to  ? 

Lucy.  The  fame. 

Jfab.  They  have  fomeBufinefs  with  you,  I fuppofe. 

Wid.  Nay,  you  fhall  ftay,  Sifter,  they’re  both  Strang- 
ers to  me.  How  her  Face  alters ! 

Ifab.  I am  forry  he  comes  now. 

Wid.  I am  glad  he  is  here  now  tho’.  Who  would  you 
fpeak  with,  Gentlemen  ? 

Lance.  You,  Madam,  or  your  fair  Sifter  there.  Here’s 
a Gentleman  that  has  receiv’d  a Benefit. 

Wid.  From  whom,  Sir  ? 


Lance. 
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Lance.  From  one  of  you,  as  he  fuppofes,  Madam  ; your 
Man  deliver’d  it. 

Wid.  Pray  go  forward. 

Lance.  And  of fo  great  a Value,  that  he  dat’d  not  without 
the  Tender  of  his  Thanks  and  Service,  pafs  by  the  Houfe. 

Wid.  Which  is  the  Gentleman  ? 

Lance.  This,  Madam. 

Wid.  What’s  your  Name,  Sir? 

Fran.  They  that  know  me,  call  me  Francifto,  Madam,  one 
not  fo  Proud  to  fcorn  fo  timely  a Benefit,  nor  fo  bafe  to  hide 
my  Gratitude. 

Wid.  It  is.  well  be  flow’d  then,  Sir. 

Fran.  Your  fair  Sifter,  or  your  felf  it  feems,  for  whatDefert 
I dare  not  know,  have  fhower’d  upon  my  Wants  a timely 
Bounty. 

Wid.  I am  forry ’twas  not  mine.  This  is  the  Gentlewo- 
man, Sir.  Fie,  do  not  Blufh,  he’s  a pretty  Fellow. 

Ifab.  You  have  three  fine  ones. 

Fran.  Then  to  you.  Madam. 

Ifab. Pray  no  more, Sir,  if  I may  perfwadeye.  Your  onlyDe- 
fign  to  do  this  is  recompence  enough, and  more  than  I expeded. 

Fran.  But  good  Madam. 

Ifab.  And  for  me  further  to  be  acquainted  with  it,  wou’d 
fix  on  me  the  Imputation  of  Vain-Glory.  I did  it,  and  if  it 
happen’d  where  I thought  it  fit,  I have  my  End,  more  to 
enquire  is  curious  in  either  of  us. 

Fran.  But,  Madam,  ’twill  be  neceflary 

Ifab.  Do  not  fright  me  with  your  full  blown  Face  of  Com- 
plements, it  blafts  it-  Had  you  not  come  at  all,  but  only 
thought  Thanks,  ’thad  been  too  much  ; ’twas  not  to  fee  your 
Perfon 

Wid.  A brave  Dilfembler,  and  how  fhe  carries  it ! 

Ifab.  Tho’  I believe  few  handfomer.  Or  to  hear  you,  tho’ 

I affed a good  Tongue  well.  Or  to  try  you,  tho’  my  Years 
defire  a Friend,  that  I reliev’d  you.  Let  it  fuffice  you  have  it, 
’twas  never  mine  while  good  Men  wanted  it. 

Lance.  This  is  a Saint  fure  l 

ljab.  And  if  you  be  not  fuch  a one,  reftore  it.  Fran 
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Fran.  To  commend  my  felf,  were  more  officious  than  you 
think  myThanks  are,  Madam;  yours  is  the  firft  Mony  I e’er 
took  upon  fuch  forc’d  ill  Manners. 

Ifab.  The  laft  of  me,  if  ever  you  ufe  others.  - • 

Fran.  How  may  I do,  your  way,'  to  be  thought  grateful  ? 

Ifab.  Spend  it,  and  fay  nothing-  Your  Modefty  may  de- 
ferve  more.  I did  it  that  my  beft  Friend  fhou’d  not  know  it. 
Ufe  it  in  well  bellowing  it,  in  fhewing  it  came  to  be  a Benefit, 
and  wasfo:  And  not  examining  a Woman  did  it,  and  to 
what  end. 

Fran.  Madam,  I were  unworthy  of  a Favour,  were  I not 
Matter  of  fo  much  Prudence-  Ladies  Honours  were  ever  in 
my  Thoughts  held  facred,  and  fo  I fhall  preferve  ’em. 

Ifab.  Keep  but  this  way,  and  you  have  paid  me.  And  fo 
I wifh  you  a good  Fortune.  [Exit. 

tV id.  Fear  not,  the  Woman  will  be  thank’d,  I do  not 
doubt  it.  Are  you  fo  crafty,  carry  it  fo  precifely.  [ afide ] De- 
fpair  not,  Gentlemen,  there  is  an  Hour  to  catch  a Woman  in, 
if  you  be  wife,  fo  I mutt  leave  you  too.  [Exit. 

Lance.  I never  knew  yet  fo  few  Years,  and  fo  much  Cun- 
ning ; yet  believe  fhe  has  an  Itch,  but  how  to  make  her  con- 
fefsit?  For’tisa  crafty  Tit,  and  plays  about  ye;  will  not 
bite  home,  fhe  wou’d  fain,  but  dares  not.  Carry  your  felf 
fo  difcreetly,  Sir,  that  Want  or  Wantonnefs  feem  not  to 
fearch  ye,  and  you  fhall  fee  her  open. 

Fran.  I do  love  her,  and  were  I rich  wou’d  marry  her ; 
ha ! Lance , but  fome  Leaden-Landed  Rogue  will  have  this 
Wench  now  when  all’s  done.  Some  Dunce  that  knows  no 
more  but  Markets,  and  admires  nothing  but  a longCharge  at 
Affizes;  O Fortune! 

, Enter  Ifabella  and  Lucy. 

Lance.  Comfort  your  felf. 

Lucj.  They  are  here  ft  ill,  and  alone  too,  boldly  upon’t. 
Nay,  Madam,  I told  ye  how  ’twou’d  end.  This’tis  to  ven- 
ture your  Charity  upon  a Stranger. 

Lance.  Now  ftand  faft,  and'like  your  felf- 

Ifab 


\- 
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Ifab.  Prithee  no  more  Wench. 

Lucy.  What  were  his  ’Wants  to  you  ? 

Ifab.  ’Tis  true. 

Lucy.  Or  Mifery  ? or  'fay  he  had  been  inth’  Cage,  was 
there  no  Mercy  to  look  abroad  but  yours? 

I/ab.  I am  paid  for  Fooling. 

Lucy.  Muft  every  flight  Companion  that  can  purchafe  a 
fhew  of  Poverty,  and  beggarly  Planet,  fall  under  your  Com- 
panion ? 

Lance.  Here’s  a new  matter- 

Lucy.  Nay,  you  are  ferv’d  right  enough  : Here  he  flays 
flill,  as  I live 

Fran.  How  her  Face  alters  on  me  ! 

Lucy.  Out  of  Confidence,  I hope. 

Ifab.  I am  glad  on’t. 

Fran.  How  do  you,  noble  Madam  ? 

Ifab.  Much  afham’d.  Sir,  (but  firfl  ftand  further  off  me, 
you’re  Infectious)  to  find  fuch  Vanity, nay  almoft  Impudence, 
where  I believ’d  much  Worth-  Is  this  your  Thanks,  your 
Gratitude,  you  were  fo  mad  to  pay  me? 

Lance.  What,  Madam  ? 

Ifab.  Take  your  Bait  again,  Sir,  it  will  not  ferve,  the  Wo- 
man won’t  bite,  y’are  finely  Cozen’d.  Drop  it  no  more  for 
fhame. 

Lucy.  D’ye  think  y’are  here,  Sir,  among  your  Strollers, 
your  bafe  Women  that  catch  at  fuch  Occafions  : You  are  de- 
ceiv’d, this  is  a Lady  of  a noble  Houfe,  born  to  a better 
Fame  than  you  can  build  her,  andlooksabove  your  Pitch. 

Fran.  I do  acknowledge 

Ifab.  Then  I befeech  you,  Sir,  what  cou’d  you  fee  in  my 
Behaviour  of  fuch  Loofenefs,  that  you  durft  venture  to  do 
this  ? 

Fran.  You  amaze  me  ! This  Ring  is  none  of  mine',  nor  did 

I drop  it. 

Lucy.  Ifawyou  drop  it,  Sir. 
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Ifab.  I took  it  up  too,  ftill  expetting  when  your  Modefty 
wou’d  mifs  it.  Why,  what  a Childifh  part  was  this  ? 

Fran.  I vow- — 

Ifab.  He  that  does  this  has  bred  himfelf  to  boldnefs, 
to  fwear  and  forfwear  too.  There  take  your  Gew- 
gaw, y’are  too  much  pamper’d,  and  I repent  my  part  in’t. 
As  you  grow  older  grow  wifer,  if  you  can,  and  fo  farewell. 
Sir.  • [fcjfz/  Ifab.  and  Lucy. 

Lance.  Grow  wifer  if  you  can  ! She  has  put  it  t’ye.  ’Tis 
a richRing, did  you  drop  it,  Sir? 

Fran.  Never ! ne’er  faw  it  before,  Lance. 

Lance.  Thereby  hangs  a Tail  then.  What  Slights  fhe  makes 
to  catch  herfelf!  Look  up,  Sir,  you  can’t  mifs  her  if  you 
wou’d  .-  Howdaintely  (he  flies  before  the  Lure,  and  cunning- 
ly fhe  makes  her  Stops!  Whiffle  and  fhe’ll  come  t’ye. 

Fran.  Ay,  wou’d  I were  fo  happy  ! 

Lance.  Maids  are  Clocks,  the  greateft  Wheel  they  fhow 
goes  floweft  to  us,  and  makes  us  hang  on  tedious  Hopes ; the 
lefler  which  are  conceal’d  being  often  Oyl’d  with  Wilhes,flee 
like  Defires,  and  never  leave  that  motion  till  the  Tongue 
ftrikes.  She  is  Flefh  and  Blood,  Young  as  her  Purpofe,  and 
Soft  as  Pity  ; and  I know  how,  e’er  fhe  appears  now,  whidh 
is  near  enough,  you  are  ftark  blind  if  you  hit  not  foon.  She’d 
venture  Forty  Pound  more  to  have  a Flea  in  your  Shape  bite 
her.  Drop  no  more  Rings  for  fo’th  ! this  was  the  pret- 
tieft  thing  to  know  her  Heart  by. 

Fran.  Thou  giv’fl:  me  much  Hopes,  Lance. 

Lance.  Hopes ! Does  fhe  not  point  you  out  the  Way,  drop 
no  more  Rings.  She’ll  drop  her  felf  on  you. 

Fran.  I wonder  my  Brother  comes  not. 

Lance.  Let  him  alone,  and  feed  your  felf  with  your*  own 
Fortune.  Come,  be  merry,  and  let’s  be  wondrous  wife,  and 

full  of  Councel.  Drop  no  more  Rings,  ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

{_  Exeunt. 


Enter 
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Enter  Widow,  Fountain,)  Bellamore  and  Hairbrain. 

Wid.  If  you  will  needs  be  foolilK  you  mull  be  us’d  To. 
Who  fent  for  you  ? who  encourag’d  ye  Gentlemen  ? who 
bid  you  Wellcome  hither  ? You  come  crowding,  and  impu- 
dently bold,  preis  on  my  Patience,  as  if  I kept  a Houfe  for 
all  Companies,  and  of.sll  forts  : Will  have  your  Wills  : Will 
vex  me,  and  force  my  likingfrom  ye. 

Fount.  For  all  this  we  will  Dine  with  you. 

Bell.  And  for  all  this  have  a better  Anfwer  from  ye- 

Wid.  You  fhall  never,  neither  have  another  Anfwer,  not 
Dinner,  unlefs  you  ufe  me  with  more  RefpeQ:,  and  flay  your 
time  too. 

Enter  Ifabella,  Shorthofe,  Roger,  Humphry,  Ralph  with 

Dijhes  of  Meat. 

If  ah.  Forward  with  the  Meat  now. 

Rog.  Come,  Gentlemen,  march  handfomly. 

Shor.  Roger,  you  are  a weak  ferv^ng-man,  your  white 
.Breath  runs  from  you-  Fie,  how  I fweat  under  this  Load  of 
Beef,  an  Elephant  can’t  do  more  ! Oh  ! for  fuch  a Back  now, 
and  in  thefe  Times,  what  might  a Man  arrive  at  ? Goofe- 
graze  you  up,  and  Wood-cock  march  behind  thee.  I am 
almoft  founder’d. 

Wid.  Who  bid  ye  bring  the  Meat  yet  ? Away,  I won’t 
dine  this  two  Hours.  How  am  I vex’d  and  chaf’d  ! Gocarry’t 
back,  and  tell  the  Cook  he’s  a Rafcal  to  fend  before  I call’d. 

Shor.  Face  about  then,  Gentlemen,  beat  a mournful 
March,  and  fome  Supporters,  or  I peftfh [ Exit  Ser. 

If  ah.  It  does  me  a World  o’  good  to  fee  her  vex’d  thus. 

Hair.  We  can  flay,  Madam,  and  will  Ray  and  dwell  here, 
’tis  a good  Air.  / 

Fount • I know  you  have  Beds  enough,  and  Meat  you  ne- 
verwant. 

Wid.  If  I had  ye  out- I’d  be  at  the  Charge  of  a Port- 

cullis for  ye. 


I 
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Enter  Valentine. 

Val.  Good  morrow,  Madam— — > 

Wid  Good  morrow,  Sir How  fleetly  now  he  looks,  and 

how  manfully  ! What  Slaves  were  thofe  to  ufe  him  fo ! la  fide. 

V, d.  I come  to  look  a young  Man  I call  Brother. 

Wid.  Such  a one  was  here,  Sir,  but  has  been  gone  almoft 
an  Hour. 

Val.  Farwell  then 

Wid.  You  muft  not  go  fo  foon.  Sir.  Here  be  fome  Gentle- 
men, perhaps  you  may  be  acquainted  with. 

Hair.  Will  nothing  make  himmiferable  ? 

Fount.  How  glorious  ! ^ 

Bell.  It  is  the  very  he,  does  it  rain  Fortune  on  him,  or  has 
he  a Familier  ? 

Hair.  How  dogged  he  looks  too  ? 

Fount.  Pray  let’s  be  going. 

Val.  Where  are  thefe  Gentlemeil  ? 

Wid.  Here. 

Val.  Yes,  I do  know ’em,  and  fhall  be  more  familier. 

Bell.  ’Morrow,  Madam. 

Wid.  Nay,  ftay  and  Dine- 

Val.  You  fhallltay  till  I talk  with  ye,  and  not  Dine  nei- 
ther. You  think  you  have  undone  me,  think  fo  Bill,  and 
fwallow  the  Belief,  till  you’re  Company  for  Court-hand 
Clerks,  and  ftarv’d  Attorneys ; ’till  you  break  in  at  Plays 
like  Prentices  and  Footmen ; till  you  return  to  what  I 
found  ye,  People  betray’d  into  the  Hands  of  Pick- pockets ; 
till  Taverns  allow  you  but  the  Towel-Room  to  tiple  Wine  in, 
that  the  Bell  has  gone  for  twice,  and  Glaffes  that  look  like 
broken  Promifes  ty’d  up  with  wicker  Proteftations  ; till  this 

Hour,  this  fatal  Hour  comes  again Think  I fit  down  the 

Loofer 

Wid.  Will  you  flay,  Gentlemen,  a piece  of  Beef,  and  a 
cold  Capon,  that’s  all,  you  know  you’e  Wellcome. 

Bell.  Steal  off,  the  Devil  is  in  his  Anger. 

Wid. 
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Wid.  Nay,  I’nifureyou  will  not  leave  mefo  unkindly, 
now  I have  providedfor  you. 

Vat.  What  do  you  here  ? Why  d’ye  vex  a Lady  of  her 
Quality  and  Worth  ? Can  you  bring  a good  Certificate  that 
you  deferve  to  be  her  Footmen  ? Husbands  ye  Puppies,  away 
you  Wind  fuckers.  Do  not  look  big,  nor  prate,  nor  flay,  nor 
grumble,  and  when  you  are  gone  feem  to  laugh  at  my  Fury, 
and  flight  this  Lady : I fhall  hear,  and  know  this  ; and  tho’ 
I am  not  bound  to  fight  for  Women,  as  far  as  they’re  good,  I 
dare  defend ’em.  Your  Honours  — Now  go,  avoid  me  in- 
ftantly.  [ Exit  Suitors. 

Wid.  Well,  Sir,  you  have  deliver’d  me  I thank  you,  and 
withall  prevented  iawcy  Words  their  Tongues  might  utter  r 
Nowwe’ll  all  go  eat,  Sir. 

Val.  No,  no  ; I dare  not  truft  my  feif  with  Women.  Go 
to  your  Meat,  eat  little,  take  lefs  eafe,  and  tie  your  Body  to 
a daily  Labour,  you  may  live  handfomely.  And  fo  I thank 
you.  [ Exit . 

Wid.  Well,  go  thy  ways,  thou  art  a noble  Fellow  : Never, 
never  Man  had  fuch  a carelefs  Art  of  Pleafing — -Sure  never 

Woman’s  Heart  was  fo  ftrangely  won  as  mine  is Other 

Ladies  are  engag’d  by  great  Profeflxons  of  Love,  by  long 
Courtfhips,  nice  Flattery,  and  the  like:  But  I am  gain’d,  I 
think,  by  his  Contempt  of  me.  In  Ihort,  I am  charm’d  by  I 
know  not  what  my  felf. 

To  make  my  PaJJion  knotvn , ivhat (hall  I do  ? 

’ Tis  down  right  Shame  for  Women  firfi  to  Woo  : 

Til  work  the  means  ; for  when  our  Hearts  incline. 

We  fill find  ways  to  do  what  we  defign. 
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ACT  V.  SCENE  I. 

*:  • < Vi.  . ivv;  . t>  ji'  ...  :U  l : vb*  I btur 

Vncle . /TOST  certain,  5tis  her  Hands  that  hold  him  up, 

IVl  and  ’tis  her  Sifter  that  maintains  Frank. 

Mer.  I am  glad  to  hear  it.  But  why  don’t  they  purfue  this 
Fortune  to  fome  good  end  ? , \ 

Vncle.  The  Women  are  too  crafty,  Valentine  too  doy,  and 
Frank  too  bafhful.  Had  any  wife  Men  hold  of  fuch  a Blefling, 
they’d  ftrike  it  out  o’th*  Flint  but  they  wou’d  form  it. 

Enter  Widow  and  Shorthofe. 

^ 1 1:  f 

Mer.  The  Widow  fure;  why  is  fheftirring  fo  early? 

Wid.  Tis  ftrange  I cannot  make  him  underftand  me,  and 
make  a Benefit  of  what  I’d  bring  him.  Tell  my  Sifter  I’ll 
fay  my  Prayers  at  home  this  Morning,  ,fhe  may,  if  fhe  pleafes, 
goto  Church. 

Short.  Hoy„ho.  .1  .r  \7mn’mg. 

Wid.  And  do  you  wait  upon  tier  with  a Flamboy,  Sir. 

Short.  Hoy,  ho. 

Wid.  You  lazy  Knave. 

Short.  Here’s  fuch  a tinkle  rankling,  that  we  can  ne’er  lie 
quiet  and  fleep  our  Prayers  out.  This  Morning  Prayer  has 
brought  me  into  a Confumption,  I have  nothing  left  but 
Flefh  and  Bones  about  me. 

Wid.  You  drowfy  Slave,  nothing  but  fleep  and  fwilling  ? 

Short.  Had  ye  been  bitten  with  Bandog  Flea’s  as  I ha’  been, 
and  haunted  with  the  Night-Mare,  you  wou’d  have  little 
mind  to  Morning  Prayers — —-Pray  take  my  Fellow  Ralph, 
he  has  a Pfalm  Book- 
Wid. 
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Wid.  Go  get  you  ready  quickly,  and  when  Hie  is  To,  wait 
upon  her  hand fomly.  No  more,  begone 

Short.  If  I do  fnOre  my  pare  out— — {Exit  Shor, 

Uncle.  Now  to  our  purpofe. 

Mer.  Good  morrow,  Madam. 

Wid.  Good  morrow, Gentlemen. 

Uncle.  Good  Joy  and  Fortune  t’ye. 

Wid.  Thefe  are  good  Things,  and  worth  my  Thanks,  Sir. 

Mer.  Much  Joy  I hope  you’ll  find.  We  came  to  Congratu- 
late your  new  knitMarriage-Bond. 

Wid.  How ! 

Uncle'.  He  is  a Gentleman,  my  fair  Niece. 

Wid.  Niece,  Sir ! 

Uncle.  Yes,  Madam,  now  I may  fay  fo,  ’tis  nofhame  t’ye. 
I fay  a Gentleman,  and  winking  at  forne  light  Fancies  which 
you  moft  happily  may  like  him  for,  as  well  behav’d,  and  no- 
bly bred  as  any  Man. 

Wid.  What’s  all  this,  I pnderftand  you  not,  what  Niece  ? 
what  Marriage  Knot  ? 

Uncle.  I’ll  tell  you  plainly — -You  are  my  Niece,  and  Valen- 
tine's the  Gentleman  has  made  you  fo  by  Marriage. 

Wid.  Marriage  ! 

Uncle.  Yes,  Madam,  and  ’t  was  a noble  and  a vertuous  Part 
to  take  a falling  Man  to  your  Protection,  and  buoy  him  up 
again  to  all  his  Glories. 

Wid.  The  Men  are  mad. 

Mer.  What,  tho’  he  wanted  thofe  outward  Things  that 
flie  away  like  Shaddows,  was  not  his  Mind  a full  one,  and  a 
brave  one?  You  have  Wealth  enough  to  give  him  glofs  and. 
outfide,  arid  he  has  Wit  enough  to,  deferve  your  Favour. 

Uncle.  1 always  thought  he  wou’d  do  well. 

Mer.  Nay,  I know  that  however  he  wheel’d  about,  he 
wou’d  charge  home  at  laft  like  a brave  Gentleman.  Heaven’s 
Blelling  on  your  Heart,  Madam,  we  are  fo  bound  to  honour 
ye,  in  all  our  Service  fo  devoted  t’ye 

Uncle.  Do  not  look  fo  ftrange,  Madam,  it  muft  be  known. 

Wid, 


6'2  Wit  'without  Mony. 

Wid.  This  is  the  fineft  Riddle-^ — And  I am  Marry’d  then  ? 

Mer.  You  are  in  a miferable  Eflate  elfe,  in  the  World’s  O- 
pinion 1 wou’d  not  for  your  Wealth  it  came  to  doubting. 

Wid.  And  I am  great  with  Child. 

Vncle.  No,  great  they  fay  not,  but  ’cis  the  full  Opinion 
you  are  with  Child,  and  great  Joy  among  the  Gentlemen. 
Your  Husband  has  beftir’d  himfelf  fairly. 

Mer.  Alas!  we  know  his  private  Hours  of  Entrance,  how 
long,  and  where  he  flay’d.  Cou’d  name  the  Bed  too * 

Wid.  I fhall  believe  anon  ! 

Vncle.  And  weconfider  for  fome  Reafons  you  wou’d  have 
it  private,  yet  take  your  own  Pleafure,  and  fogood  morrow 
my  beft  Niece.  i v 

Wid.  No,  no,  pray  flay  ? 

Mer.  You’ll  find  him  noble This  may  work  upon  her. 

[Ex  Uncle  and  Mer. 

Wid.  This  is  a fine  Story  indeed,  Marry’d  and  with  Child 
too  ! How  long  has  this  been  I wonder.  They  feem  grave 
Gentlemen,  they  fhou’d  not  come  to  laugh  at  me.  Marry’d 
and  Bedded  / The  World  takes  notice  too  ? Where  lies  the 
Jeftof  this?  I cou’d  be  vextextreamly  now,  rail  too,  but 
’tis  to  no  purpofe.  I’ll  take  this  Occafion  to  fpeak  with  him, 
this  may  give  me  an  Opportunity  of  fhewing  my  Inclination, 
and  help  me  on  with  my  real  defign  of  marrying  him.  Who 
waits  there  ? 

Enter  Humphry. 

Humph.  Madam. 

Wid.  Run  immediatly  to  Valentine , let  him  know  I have 
heard  fomething  that  I wifh  he  wou’d  explain  to  me  : And 
defire  he  will  give  himfelf  the  Trouble  to  come  hither.  And 
hark  you,  Sir,  be  fecret  and  fpeedy.  Enquire  out  where  he 
lies. 

Humph-  I fhall  do  it,  Madam 

Wid.  Marry’d,  and  got  with  Child  in  a Dream,  very  fine, 
fare  he  that  did  do  this,  wou’d  do  better  waking-  \_Exit. 

Enter 
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Enter  Valentine,  Francifco,  Lance,  and.  Boy  with  a 

Flamboy. 

Val.  Hold  the  Flamboy  handfomly.  How  do’fi  thee, 

Frank  ? 

Fran.  You  have  fous’d  me  to  fome  purpofe. 

Lance.  Nowcou’d  I fight,  and  fight  with  you* 

Val.  With  me,  thou  Man  of  Memphis  ? 

Lance.  But  that  thou’rt  my  own  natural  Matter.  Yet  thou 
art  no  Man,  thou  art  a Pagan,  and  paun’ttthy  Land. 

Val.  No  Arms,  dear  Lance,  no  fighinghere.  We  will  have 
Lands,  Boy,  Livings  and  Titles.  Thou  fhaltbea  Vice*Roy ; 
hang  Fighting,  hang’t,  ’tis  out  o’  Fafhion. 

Lance.  I wou’d  fain  belabour  you  into  your  Land  again,  it 
is  my  Duty. 

Fran.  Fie,  Lance,  fie. 

Lance:  I mutt  beat  fome  body,  and  why  not  my  Matter 
before  a Stranger,  Charity  and  Beating  begins  at  Home. 

Val.  Come,  thou  fhalt  beat  me. 

Lance.  I will  not  be  compell’d,  an  ye  were  two  Matters, 
I fcorn  the  Motion. 

Val.  Wilt  thou  fleep  ? 

Lance.  I fcorn  fleep. 

Val.  Wilt  thou  go  eat  ? 

Lance.  I fcorn  Meat.  Look  ye,  if  you  will  not  take  your 
Mortgage  again ; here  do  I hide  St.  Geprge , and  fo  forth- 

V al.  And  here  do  I St.  George  beftride  the  Dragon. 

Lance.  I fling  with  my  T ad. 

Val.  Doyoufo,  do  you  fo,  Sir. 

Frank.  By  no  means'hurt  him. 

V al.  Take  this,  and  now  rife,  thou  new-made  Knight ; 
lace  on  thy  Helmet  of  enchanted  Sack,  and  charge  again. 

Lance.  I’ll  play  no  more,  you  abufe  me  ; will  ye  go  ? 

Frank.  I’ll  bid  you  good  morrow,  Brother,  for  deep  I can’t, 
I haye  athoufand  Fancies. 

Val: 
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Val.  Now  thou  art.  new  made,  go  bravely  to  the  Bufinefs, 
and  do  fometliing  of  worth,  Frank, 

Lance.  You  fhall  hear  from  us.  [ Exit  Frank  and  Lance. 

V. a l.  This  Rogue,  I thought  wou’d  have  beaten  me,  ’tis  the 
the  moft  pettilh  Rogue. 

. Oi  O.  . • ' Hi  1 3vrfi  .1 

Enter  XJhcie,  'Merchant,  and  a Boy  with  a FLamboy. 

Uncle.  ’Tis  he. 

Mer.  Good  morrow. 

Val.  Why,  Sir,  good  morrow  to  you  too,  and  you  be  fo 
lufty. 

Uncle.  You  have  made  your  Brother  a fine  Man,  we  met 
him. 

Val.  I made  him  a fine  Gentleman,  he  was  a Fool  before ; 
what  wou’d  you  have  with  me  ? 

Mer.  I come  to  tell  you  your  lateft  Houris  cotne. 

Val.  Are  you  my  Sentence  ? 

Mer.  The  Sentence  of  the  Eftate. 

Val.  Let  it  be  hang’d  then,  and  let  it  be  hang’d  high 
enough,  that  I may  not  fee  it. 

Uncle.  A gracious  Relolution  ! 

Val.  What  wou’d  you  have  elfe  with  me  ? Will  ye  f go 
drink,  and  let  the  World  Aide,  ha,  ha,  ha,  Boys,  drink, 
Boys,  drink. 

Mer.  Have  you  no  feeling,  Sir? 

Val . Come  hither,  Merchant , make  me  a Supper,  thou 
moft  reverend  Land-catcher,  a Supper  of  Forty  Pounds. , 

Mer.  What  then,  Sir  ? 

Val.  Then  bring  thy  Wife  along,  thy  fair  Sifters,  thy 
Neighbours,  and  their  Wives,  and  all  their  Trinkets,  and 
let  tne  have  forty  Trumpets,  and  fuch  Wine  ! We’ll  laugh 
at  the  Miferiesof  Mortgage.  And  then  in  ftate  I’ll  render 

thee  anAnfwer. 

Mer.  What  fay  you  to  this? 


Uncle. 


iVit  without  Mony. 


Uncle.  I dare  not  fay,  nor  think  neither. 

Mer.  Will  you  redeem  your  Eftate  ? Speak  to  the  Purpofe, 
Sir.  — 

Val.  My  Eftate,  no  ! I’d' (boner  be  a Slave  in  the  Turkifh 
Gallics- 

Mer.  Then  I rauft  take  an  Order 

Val.  Take  a Thoufand,  I will  not  keep  it,  nor  thou  (halt 
not  have  it,  becaufe  thou  cam’ft  in  the  Nick  thou  (halt  not 
have  it.  Go,  take Pofle (lion,  and  be  Cure  you  hold  it  ;hold 
faft  with  both  Hands,for  there  be  thofeHounds  uncoupl’d, will 
ring  you  fuch  a Peal.  Go  down  in  Glory,  and  march  upon 
my  Land,  and  cry  All’s  mine.  But  know,  thou  foolifh  Mer- 
chant, my  Tenants  are  no  Subjects,  they  obey  nothing,  and 
they  are  People  too  never  Chriften’d, They  know  no  Law, nor 
Confcience,  they’ll  devour  thee,  they’ll  confound  thee  with- 
in three  Days.  • No  Bit,  nor  Memory  of  what  thou  wert,  no, 
not  the  Wart  upon  thyNofe  there,  fhall  be  e’er  heard  of  more. 
Go,  take  Pofleffion,  and  bring  thy  Children  down  to  Roaft 
like  Rabbets : They  love  young  Toafts  and  Butter,  as  they 
love  Mifchief,  and  hate  Law  ; they  are  Cannibals.  Bring 
down  thy  Kindred  too  that  be  not  Fruitful,  there  be  thofe 
Mandrakes  will  Molify ’em.  Go,  take  Pofleflion,  I’ll  to  my 
Chamber.  Along  before  Boy,  go.  [Exit.  Val. 

Mer.  He’s  mad,  fure. 

Uncle.  He’s  Drunk,  fure.  And  yet  I like  this  unwillingnefs 

iofe  it,  this  looking  back. 

Mer.  Yes,  if  he  did  ithandfomly  ; but  he’s  foharfh,  and 
it  range 

Uncle.  Believe  it  ’tis  his  Drink,  Sir.  And  I am  glad  the 
Drink  has  reveal’d  it. 

Mer.  Cannibals ! If  ever  I come  to  view  his  Regiment, 
If  fair  Terms  may  be  had. 

Uncle.  He  tells  the  Truth,  Sir,  they  area  kind  of  the  moft 
boifterous  Raskals  Diforder  ever  bred.  Let  ’em  be  mad  once, 
the  Power  of  the  whole  Country  cannot  cool  ’em-  Be  patient 
but  a little  longer. 
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Mer.  As  long  as  you  will,  Sir.  Before  I buy  a Bargain  of 
fuch  Out-laws,  I'll  buy  a Colledge  for  Bears,  and  live  £mong 
’em. 

Enter  Francifco,  Lance,  Roy  with  a,  EUmboy . 

* j 1 1-  * i ; ^ ^ ! * 4 ' 

Fran.  And  how  do’ft  thou  now  ? 

Lance . Better  than  I was,  but  my  Head’s  a Hogfhead  drill, 
it  rouls  and  tumbles 

Fran . Thou  wert  paid  off. 

Lance . I may  live  to  requite  it. 

Fran . ’Twasall  but  Sport.  Til  tell  thee  what  I mean  now. 

I mean  to  fee  this  Girl. 

Lance . Where  a Devil  is  {lie  ? An  there  were  two  ’twere 
better. 

Fran . Do’ft  thou  hear  the  Bell  ring? 

Lance . Yes,  yes. 

Fran . Then  fhe  comes  to  Prayer  each  Morning  thither. 
Now,  if  I cou’d  but  meet  her  ? For  I am  of  another  Mettle 
now.  ^ 

, • * V t .1  . r • J . , . ; . 

Enter  Ifabella  and  Shorthofe  with  a Flamhoy . 

u n > £ r ‘ J 

Lance.  What  Light’s  yon  ? 

Fran.  Ha  ! ’tis  fhe  ; take  her  by  the  Hand,  and  court  her. 

Lance.  Take  her  below  the  Girdle,  you’ll  never  fpeed  elfe* 
fhe  comes  this  way  ftill.  Oh  that  I had  but  fuch  an  Opportu- 
nity in  a Saw-Pit  ? 

Fran.  Fortune  I thank  thee Good  morrow,  Madam. 

lfab.  What  Voice  is  that  ? Sirrah  d’ye  fleepas  ye  go?  ’Tis 
he.  I’m  glad  on’t.  Why  Shorthofe  ? 

Short.  Yes,  forfooth;  I dreamt  I was  going  to  Church. 

Lance.  She  fees  you  as  plain  as  I do. 

lfab.  Hold  your  Flamboy  up. 

Short.  Here’s  nothing  but  a Stall,  and  a Butcher’s  Dog 
afleep  in’t.  Where  did  you  fee  the  Voice?  ! 


Fran. 
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Fran.  She  looks  ftill  Angry. 

Lance.  To  her,  and  meet  her,  Sir. 

IJab.  Here,  here. 

Fran.  Yes,  Lady,  never  blefs  your  felf,  I am  but  a Man, 
and  likeanhoneft  Man  now  will  I thank  ye 

Jfab.  What  d’ye  mean,  who  Tent  for  ye,  who  defir’d  ye  ? 

Short.  Shall  I put  out  the  Flamboy,  Madam  ? 

Ifab.  Can’t  I go  about  my  private  Meditations,  ha!  but 
fuch  Companions  as  you  mull  ruffle  me  ? You  had  belt  go 
with  me,  Sir  ? 

Fran.  ’Twas  my  purpofe. 

IJab.  Why,  what  Impudence  is  this ! You  had  belt,  being 
fo  near  the  Church,  provide  a Prieft,  and  perfwade  me  to 
marry  ye. 

Fran.  It  was  my  meaning;  and  fuch  a Husband,  fo  loving, 
fo  careful.  My  Youth,  and  all  my  Fortune’s  at  your  Service. 

Ifab.  ’Tis  ftrange  you  fhou’d  be  thus  unmannerly.  Turn 
Home  again,  Sirrah.  You’d  beft  now  force  my  Man  to  lead 
the  way. 

Fran.  Yes  marry  fhall  he,  Madam.  Forward,  Friend.  - 

Ifab.  This  is  a pretty  Riot,  it  may  grow  to  a Rape. 

Fran.  D’ye  like  that  better  ? lean  Ravilh  ye  a Hundred 
times,  and  not  hurt  ye. 

Short.  I fee  nothing.  I’m  alleep  ftill.  When  you  have 
done  tell  me,  and  then  I’ll  wake,  Madam. 

Ifab.  Are  you  in  earneft,  Sir  ? Do  you  long  to  be  hang’d  ? 

Fran.  Yes  indeed  do  I,  Madam,  in  thofe  fair  Arms. 

Ifab.  I fhall  cry  out ! 

Fran.  By  no  means.  That  were  a weak  Trick,  Madam, 
I’ll  flop  your  Mouth  with  KilTes. 

IJab.  You’ll  anfwer  all  thele  ? 

Fran.  A thoufand  Kiffes  more. 

Ifab.  I was  never  abus’d  thus.  You  had  bell:  give  out  too 
that  youfound  me  willing,  and  fay  I doted  on  ye. 

Fran.  That’s  known  already,  and  no  Man  living  fhall  car- 
. ry  you  from  me. 
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Ifab.  This  is  fine  indeed. 

Fran.  It  fhall  be  ten  times  finer. 

Ifab.  Well,  feeing  you  are  fo  Valiant,  keep  your  way  ; I’ll 
go  to  Church. 

Fran.  And  I’ll  wait  on  you. 

Ifab.  And  it’s  very  likely  there’s  a Prieft,  if  you  dare  ven- 
ture, as  you  pretend.  I’d  wilh  you  look  about  ye,  for  if  Men 
do  thefe  rude  Tricks,  you  know  the  Recompence,  and  trull 
not  to  my  Mercy. 

Fran.  But  I will,  Madam. 

Ifab.  For  I’ll  fo  handle  ye. 

Fran.  That’s  it  I look  for. 

Ifab.  Afore,  thou  Dreamer. 

Short.  Have  ye  done  ? 

Ifab.  Go  on,  Sir and  follow  if  you  dare. 

Fran.  If  I do  not,  hang  me. 

Lance.  ’Tis  thine  own,  Boy,  an  ’twere  a Million.  God  a 
Mercy  Wine,  when  wou’d  fmall  Beer  a done  this  ? lExeunt. 

Enter  Widow. 

JWid.  I wonder  Humphry  is  not  come  back  yet  from  Valen- 
tine  O here  he  is Well,  have  you  met  with  him  ? 

Humph.  Yes,  Madam. 

Wid.  And  will  he  come  prefently  ? 

Humph.  He’s  here,  Madam.  He’s  the  rarell  wild  Man, 

and  Jokes  the  purelieft 

Enter  Valentine^  and  Servant. 

Wid.  O you’re  a fine  Gallant ! Send  off  your  Servant,  pray. 

\_Extt  Ser. 

Val.  She  will  not  Ravifh  me  fure  ? By  this  Light  Ihe  Looks 
as  lharp-fet  as  a Sparrow-Hawk.  What  wou’d  ye,  Madam  ? 

Wid.  O you  have  us’d  me  finely,  and  like  a Gentleman. 
This  it  is  to  trull  to  you. 

Val.  Truftto  me,  for  what? 

Wid.  Becaufe  I faid  in  Jell  once  you  were  a handfom  Man, 
one  I cou’d  like  well ; and  fooling  made  ye  believe  I lov’d  ye, 

and  might  be  brought  to  marry  ye You,  out  of  this,  which 

is 
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is  fine  Difcretion,  give  out,  the  Matter’s  done,  you  have 
won  and  wedded  me.  And  that  you’ve  put,  fairly  put  for 
an  Heir  too.  Thefe  are  fine  Rumours  to  advance  my  Cre- 
dit. I’th’ Name  of  Mifchief,  what  did  you  mean  ? 

Val.  That  you  lov’d  me,  and  that  you  might  be  brought  to 
marry  me!  Why,  what  a Devil  do  you  mean,  Madam  ? 

Wid.  ’Twasa  fine  thing  too,  to  tell  the  World,  that  cho’ 
you  had  enjoy’d  your  firft  Wifh,  youmifs’d  the  Wealth  you 
aim’d  at ; that  I was  Poor,  which  ’tis  true  I am,  having  fold 
all  my  Lands,  becaufe  I love  not  thofe  Vexations. 

Val.  I tell  ye,  Madam,  I like  ye  ten  times  better,  now 
ye  have  no  Lands,  for  now  your  Hopes  and  Care  lie  on  a 
Husband,  if  e’er  you  marry  again. 

Wid.  Have  not  you  raarry’d  me,  and  for  this  main  Caufe 
too,  as  you  give  out,  to  be  your  Nurfe  ? 

Val.  To  be  my  Nurfe  ? Why  what  am  I grown  too  ; give 
me  theGlafsj  my  Nurfe. 

Wid.  You  ne’er  faid  truer;  I muftconfefs  I did  a little  fancy 
ye,  and  with  fome  Labour  might  ha’  been  perfwaded.  But 
when  I found  I muft  be  hourly  troubled  with  making  Broaths, 
with  fwadling  and  Hitching  up  your  Ruins;  for  fo  the  World 
reports 

Val.  Don’t  provoke  me  ! 

Wid.  And  half  an  Eye  may  fee. 

Val.  Do  not  provoke  me  ! The  World’s  a lying  World, and 
you  fhall  find  it.  Have  a good  Heart,  and  a ftrong  Faith,  and 
mark  what  follows.  My  Nurfe,  yes,  you  fhall  Rock  me: 
Widow  I’ll  keep  you  waking. 

Wid.  You  are  difpos’d,  Sir — 

Val.  Yes  marry  am  I,  Madam,  and  you  fhall  find  it>  Nay, 
and  they  touch  my  Freehold  once,  I’m  a Tyger. 

Wid.  I think  fo. 


Val.  Come. 

Wid.  Whether  ? 
Val.  Any  whether. 
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SINGS. 

The  Tit's  upon  me  now,  the  Fit's  upon  me  now. 

Come  quickly  gentle  Lady,  the  Fit's  upon  me  now ; > 

The  World  J, hall  know  they're  Fools , 

And  fo  jhalt  thou  do  too , 

Let  the  Cobler  mend  with  Ins  Tools, 

The  Fit's  upon  me  now. 

Take  me  quickly,  while  I’m  in  this  Vein,  away  with  me,  for 
if  I have  but  two  Hours  toeonfider,  all  the  Women  in  the 
World  can’t  recover  me.  [ Exeunt 

Enter  Merchant  and  Uncle,  feverally. 

Mer.  Well  met  again and  what  good  News  yet  ? 

Vncle.  Faith  nothing. 

Mer.  No  Fruits  of  whatwefow’d? 

Vncle.  Nothing  that  I hear  of. 

Mer.  No  turning  of  this  Tide  yet? 

Vncle.  ’Tis  all  Flood,  and  ’till  that  fall  again,  there’s  no  ex- 
pecting. 

Enter  Francifco,  Ifabella,  Lance,  Shorthofe  with  a Flamhoy. 

Mer.  Is  not  this  his  younger  Brother  Vncle?  with  a Gentle- 
woman, the  Widow’sSifter,asIlive,hefmiles,  he  has  got  good 
hold.  Well  faid,  Frank,  I faith.  Let’s  flay  and  mark. 

If  ah-  Well,  you  are  the  prettied:  Youth,  and  fo  you’ve 
handled  me.  You  think  you  have  me  fure  now  ? 

Fran.  As  fure  as  Wedlock. 

Ifab.  You  had  belt  go  to  Bed  with  me? 

Fran.  Yes  indeed  will  I,  and  get  fuch  Black  ey’d  Boys 

Vncle.  ’Gad  ha’  mercy.  Frank. 

Ifab.  'Tis  a merry  World,  poor  fimple  Women  that  think 
no  harm,  can’t  be  going  about  their  Bufinefs,  but  they  muft 
be  catcht  up  I know  not  how. 

Fran.  I tell  you  how,  and  I’ll  Inftrud  ye  too-  Have  I 
caught  you,  Madam  ? 

Ifab.  Well,  if  ’twere  not  for  pure  Pity,  I would  give  you 
the  flip  yet.  But  fmce  ’tis  as  ’tis — — *■  Fran. 
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Fran.  I (hall  be  better. 

Enter  Valentine,  Widow,  and  Ralph  with  a Flamboj. 

Ifab.  My  Sifter  as  Ilive,  and  your  Brother  with  her  ! 
Uncle.  Now  it  works. 

Val.  Nay,  you  fhall  know  I am  a Man. 

Wid.  I think  fo. 

Val.  And  fuch  Proof  you  fhall  have— — — 

Wid. Pray  fpeak  foftly,I  did'but  Jeft  with  you;  are  youMad; 
Val.  I am  Mad,  ftark  Mad. 

Fran.  Good  morrow,  Sir,  I like  your  Preparation. 

Val.  Thou  haft  been  at  it,  Frank  ? 

Fran.  Yes  Faith,  ’tisdone,  Sir. 

Val.  Along  with  me  then.  Never  flinch,  Madam. 

Ifab.  ’Tis  to  no  purpofe,  Sifter. 

Val.  Well  faid  Black-brows.  Advance  your  Flamboys, 
Gentlemen. 

Ralph.  Yes,  yes,  Sir. 

Val.  And  keep  your  Ranks. 

Mer.  Lance,  carry  this  before  him.  [Giving  the  Mortgage , 

Uncle ■ Carry  it  in  State.  of  V a I’s  Efiate. 

Enter  Fidlers,  Fountain,  Hairbrain  and  Bellamore. 

Val. And  what  are  you,Muficians?Who  are  thofe  behind  ye? 
Muf  Gentlemen  that  lent  us  to  give  the  Lady  a good  mor- 
row. 

Val.  I know  ’em.  Come  let  us  hear  your  Mufick.  Come  for- 
ward, Gentlemen,  ye  are  welcome,  very  welcome  ; now  we 
are  all  Friends.  Go  get  the  Prieft  ready,  and  let  him  not  be 
long,  we  have  much  Bufinefs. 

Come,  Frank , rejoice  with  me,  thou  haft  got  the  Start,  Boy  ; 
But  I’ll  fo  tumble  after.  Come,  my  Friend,  lead, 

Lead  chearfully,  and  let  your  Fiddles  ring,  Boys. 

My  Follies,  and  my  Fancies  have  an  end  here. 

Difplay  the  Mortgage,  Lance.  Merchant  I’ll  pay  ye, 

And  every  thing  fhall  be  in  Joint  again. 

And  now  confefs,  and  know, 

Wit  without  Monj  fometimes  gives  the  Blow, 
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AS  when  Short-Cloak-Comedian,  from  aloft , 
Disbands  his  Flock  ’ Elders  with  Whifpers J oft , 
Under  brufht  Beaver s7  rorvl  their  poacht  Egg-Eyes , 
And  each one  f omething  to  himfelj  applies : 

So you , we  knowyrvill  ft  ill  on  thefe  Occafions9 
On  what  you've  heard , wake  fever al  Obfervations . 

Wit  without  Mony  ! fays  a graver  Cit , 

What  Mortal  without  Mony  e'er  had  Wit? 

Tes9yes9  fome  few  of  fuch  are  in  the  Pit . 

And  fome  Pretenders  make  a mighty  Pother 
Of  Wit  and  Mony,  without  one  or  t'other. 

A beauteous  Circle  there  muft  needs  admire 
Our  under  Ifabella 's  generous  Fire . 

Our  Widow , t ho  {he's  Chafl  and  Pure , inclines 
Some  Heart  to  think  again  ^Valentine’s. 

Perhaps  then  fome  graveWidow  may  find  Fault  here , 
And  vow  {he  never  more  will  bring  her  Daughter , 
Knowing  b'  Experience , that  Example  may 
Leadawarm  Virgin's forwardT hough ts  afiray. 

And  may  be  too , fome  prick-ear' d Saints , who  join 
Jn  Reformation's  laudable  Defign , 

Come  to  fpy  Faults  ; and  with  malicious  Care9 
And  out-jlretch'd  Ears  Prophanefs  hope  to  hear , 

And  then  next  Term  In  Jiff  th 9 unwary  Player  : 

But  for  their  Comfort  they  have  had  to  Day} 

An  unexceptionable  fober  Play9 

So  all  l hope  part  pleas' d9  nay  even  they . 
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